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Compiled   by    Bertram    Q.     Work    nephew    of  the 
author,     and    presented    With     his     compliment- 


Bring  the  good  old  bugle  boys! 
We  will  sing  another  song  — 
Sing  it  with  a  spirit  that  will  start 

the  world  along  — 
Sing  it  as  ive  used  to.  sing  it 

fijty  thousand  strong, 
While  we  were  marching  through  Georgia. 

Hurrah!  Hurrah!  we  bring  the  Jubilee, 
Hurrah,  the  Jubilee. 


Press   of    J.    J.    Little    &    Ives    Co.,    New   York 
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HENRY     CLAY     WORK 


NOW  the  songs  of  a   country,  and  you 

will  know  its  history;  lor  the  true  feeling 
of  a  people  speaks  through  what  they 
sing.  During  a  period  of  great  stress, 
the  popular  songs  of  the  day  invariably 
give  the  most  accurate  expression  oi  the 
popular  mind.  What  the  people  of  the  North  thought 
and  fell  before  and  during  the  Civil  War  is  clearly  mir- 
rored by  the  SOng  writers  of  the  period,  among  whom 
the  name  of  1  lenrj  Clay  Work  leads  all  the  rest. 

He  is  often  termed  the  War  Poet.  Author  of 
"Marching  Through  Georgia,"  he  would,  had  he  written 
no  other  song,  have  due  claim  to  the  title.  In  addition, 
he  wrote  the  "Song  of  a  Thousand  years,"  and  many 
another  famous  war  song.  The  melody  and  verse  of 
Henry  Clay  Work,  however,  reveal  more  than  the 
national  history  of  the  Civil  War.  They  picture,  they 
record  the  life  of  America  as  it  was  changing  from  the 
last  pioneer  days  into  the  present  great  industrial  era. 

HENRY  CLAY  WORK  was  born  in  Middletown, 
Connecticut,  October  i,  1832,  the  son  of  Alanson 
Work.  The  family,  of  Scotch  descent,  came  from  Auld 
Wark  Castle.  Even  in  those  early  days  Alan  Work  was 
a  noted  and  fearless  anti-slavery  advocate.  When 
Henry  Work  was  about  three  years  old,  his  father  took 
the  family  to  Quincy,  Illinois,  in  order  to  further  lus 
welfare  work  for  the  slaves.  While  in  Illinois  and  Mis- 
souri, he  helped  nearly  4,000  slaves  to  reach  freedom 
by  means  01  the  "Underground  Railroad."     Martyr 

to  the  canst'  he  championed,  he  was  imprisoned.      For 

his  self-sacrifice,  he  was  warmly  praised  m  a  letter  sent 

him  by  a  rising  young  lawyer  01  that  time  -Abraham 
Lincoln.      While  in  prison,  he  wrote  a  book  on  his  anti- 

slavery  experiences.     It  had  a  wide  sale. 

On  his  release,  he  returned  to  Middletown,  and  sub- 
sequently  to   Hartford,   where,   as  one  of   the   thirteen 

abolitionist  voters  in  that  town,  he  printed  and  sold  anti- 

slavery  publications.  Alanson  Work  lived  till  1X70, 
long  enough  to  sir  his  anti-slavery  dream  realized,  as 

WeD  as  the  growing  fame  ol   his  son. 

THAT  Henry  Cla\    Work  drew    much  of  the  inspira- 
tion lor  his  son^s  from  his  youthful  experiences 

can  not   be  doubted.      During  his  most   impressionable 

/ears,  he  came  in  contact  with  many  noted  anti- 
slavery  workers;  perhaps  even  assisted  his  lather  in  his 
humanitarian  work.  A  fearless,  resourceful  boy  of 
eight  or  ten  years  may  be  useful  in  a  cause.  Further- 
more, the  runaway  darkies  must  have  been  familiar  to 

him  from  the  time  he  was  three  years  old.      In  keeping 


with   their   natural   dramatic   instincts   as   entertainers, 
thej   must  have  amused  the  child  with  stories  and 
of  plantation  life  while  they   were  hiding  in  the  Work 
station  of  the  Underground  Railroad. 

These  childish  associations  and  experiences  left  their 
imprint  on  the  bo\  's  sensitive  mind,  and  unquestionably 
called  forth  such  ballads  as  Wake  Nicodemus,  and 
Babylon  is  Fallen.  lbs  close  contact  with  the  n< 
accounts  for  the  faithfulness  of  the  dialed  <>l  his  negro 
melodies  which  have  so  strong  an  appeal  to  the  darkies 

themselves. 

Henry  Clay  Work  received  a  common  school  educa- 
tion in  Middletown  and  Hartford.  It  was,  however, 
in  the  printing  establishment  of  Elihu  Greer  that  his 
talent  was  developed.     While  a  printer's  apprentice  he 

began  writing  verse,  some  of  which  was  published  at 
the  time  in  the  Hartford  newspapers.  In  a  room  over 
the  printing  shop  he  found  an  old  mclodcon.  On  this 
instrument  he  studied  harmony,  and  composed  his  first 
songs,  singing  them  to  his  friends. 

In  1854  Work,  a  young  man,  went  to  Chicago,  where 
he  earned  his  living  as  a  printer.  During  his  spare 
hours  he  labored  hard  at  song  writing,  but  with  little 
success.  The  lust  son^  to  win  him  any  return  was 
Coming,  Sister  Mary.  This  he  wrote  for  the  Christy 
Minstrels.  His  famous  temperance  ballad.  Father 
Come  Home,  still  sung  in  performances  ol  Fen  Nights  in 
a  Bar  Room,  was  written  about  this  time. 

At  the  ven  outbreak  of  the  Civil  War,  Henrj  Claj 

Work  wrote  his  first  war  song.  Kingdom  Coming.  He 
took  it  to  the  publ  shing  house  of  Root  &  Cady.     1  be 

head  of  the  Company  was  impressed  with  the  merits  ol 
the  words  as  well  as  the  knowledge  of  harmony  shown 
in   the   music,   and   at   once  offered    the  young   man   a 

contract. 

UNTIL  the  .meat  Chicago  fire  In  [871,  Work  con- 
tinued to  write  soims  lor  Root  &  Cady,  bringing 
forth  in  rapid  succession,  Babylon  is  Fallen,  a  sequel  to 
Kingdom  Coming,  Ring  tbt  lull.  Watchman,  So,, 
Thousand  Years,  and  Marcbint  Through  Georgia,  in- 
other  popular  favorite,  Brow  H<>\  s  on   They,  was  sung 

as  often  m  Southern  Camps  as  in  Northern.      Its  appeal 

caught  any  soldier. 

Work  Studied  harmony  in  much  detail  while  with 
Root  &  Cady,  and  grew  more  and  more  skillful  in  the 
nice  use  ol  rhythm.  About  this  time  he  married,  and 
spent  tin-  years  ol  1865  66  in  travel.  The 
Chicago  lire  brought  to  a  close  his  relat  ons  with  Root  & 
Cady,  and  he  returned  East,  a  much  saddened  man. 

Two  ol  his  children  had  died  during  the  last  years  of  his 
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residence  in  Chicago.     All  of  the  original  plates  of  the 
songs  he  had  written  were  destroyed  in  the  fire. 

He  first  lived  in  Philadelphia.  Then  he  went  to 
Vineland,  New  Jersey,  where  in  company  with  a 
younger  brother  and  an  uncle,  he  purchased  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  acres  of  land  for  speculative  purposes. 
The  venture  was  not  a  success. 

ALL  of  his  time,  however,  was  not  spent  in  business 
affairs.  While  at  Vineland  he  wrote  The  Upshot 
family,  which  he  published  himself.  This  quaint  little 
volume  contains  a  list  of  forty-three  songs  written  by 
him.  This  list  is  authoritative,  for  he  published  it 
under  his  signature.  The  song,  Lilly  Dale,  generally 
accredited  to  him  in  all  works  of  reference,  is  not  men- 
tioned in  it.  Since  nobody  else  has  laid  claim  to  the 
song,  though  several  versions  of  the  melody  have  been 
arranged  by  authors  who  have  been  given  full  credit 
for  the  music,  it  may  be  assumed  that  he  wrote  the 
words.  In  the  list  is  a  certain  No.  36  concerning  which, 
the  author  makes  this  quaint  remark,  "Though  on  an 
unimpeachable  subject,  has  been  stricken  from  the 
list."  It  would  be  interesting  to  know  the  theme  of 
the  nameless,  exiled  ballad.  The  songs  listed  by  Henry 
Clay  Work  in  The  Upshot  Family  are: 

1.  We  Are  Coming,  Sister  Mary;  2.  Lilly-Willy- 
Woken;  3.  Lost  071  the  Lady  Elgin;  4.  Brave  Boys  are 
They;  5.  Little  Hallie;  6.  Nellie  Lost  and  Found;  7.  Our 
Captaijis  Last  Words;  8.  Beautiful  Rose;  9.  The  Girls 
at  Home;  10.  Kingdom  Coming;  11.  Uncle  Joe's  Hail 
Columbia;  12.  The  First  Love  Dream;  13.  Grafted  Into 
the  Army;  14.  We'll  Go  Down  Ourselves;  15.  God  Save 
the  Nation;  16.  Days  When  We  Were  Young;  17.  Little 
Major;  18.  Watching  for  Pa;  ig.  Grandfather  Told  Me 
So;  20.  Song  of  a  Thousand  Years;  21.  Babylon  is 
Fallen;  22.  Sleeping  for  the  Flag;  23.  Corporal  Schnapps; 
24.  Columbia's  Guardian  Angels;  25.  Washington  and 
Lincoln;  26.  Come  Home,  Father;  27.  The  Picture  on  the 
Wall;  28.  Wake  Nicodemus;  2Q.  Marching  Through 
Georgia;  30.  Ring  the  Bell,  Watchman;  31.  'Tis  Fin- 
ished; 32.  The  Ship  That  Never  Returned;  33.  Now, 
Moses;  34.  Poor  Kitty  Popcorn;  35.  Lillie  of  the  Snow- 
storm; 36.  Though  on  an  unimpeachable  subject,  has 
been  stricken  from  the  list;  37.  Who  Shall  Rule  this 
American  Nation;  38.  The  Evening  Star  Went  Down; 
3Q.  Dad's  a  Millionaire;  40.  Come  Back  to  the  Farm; 
41.  Song  of  the  Red  Men;  42.  Last  Grand  Camping 
Ground;  43.  Agnes  by  the  River. 

/~PHE  year  1875  found  Henry  Clay  Work  back  in 
-*-  Chicago  with  Root  &  Cady.  Here  he  wrote  in  rapid 
succession  many  songs  which  brought  him  in  large 
royalties,  and  established  his  position  as  a  foremost 
writer  of  popular  songs.  At  this  time  he  published 
Grandfather's  Clock.  In  keeping  with  his  painstaking 
character,  he  had  laid  this  song  aside  for  several  years, 
not  satisfied  with  it.  It  was  his  custom  never  to  pub- 
lish a  song  until  he  deemed  it  his  best  work.  In  this 
case,  however,  his  publishers  asked  for  the  manuscript 
and  he  resurrected  it.  They  at  once  published  it,  and 
sold  over  800,000  copies,  netting  the  author  $4,000  in 
royalties. 

Notwithstanding  the  great  vogue  of  his  sentimental 
and  pathetic  ballads,  widely  popular  in  their  time,  and 
the   enduring,    stirring   appeal   of  Marching    Through 


Georgia,  Work  had  a  quiet  and  delicious  humor,  which 
gained  him  quite  a  following  as  a  writer  of  humorous 
songs.  Grafted  Into  the  Army  is  a  piece  whose  touches 
of  quiet  humor  possess  great  charm.  As  a  bit  of  satir- 
ical writing,  The  Upshot  Family  has  its  place  in  an 
anthology  of  true  American  humor. 

\X7"ORK'S  unassuming  disposition  kept  him  from 
*^  exposing  impostors  who  occasionally  laid  claim 
to  the  authorship  of  some  of  his  songs.  Two  such  epi- 
sodes were  so  amusing  that  they  leave  no  doubt  that 
Work's  sense  of  humor  saved  a  scene  when  a  humorless 
individual  would  have  created  an  uproar. 

While  visiting  a  town  in  Illinois,  he  attended  a  con- 
cert one  evening  where  a  young  man  sang,  Father, 
Come  Home,  claiming  the  song  as  his  own.  Work  sat 
through  the  performance  smiling,  but  he  made  no 
comment. 

In  1884  at  a  Camp  Fire  Meeting  of  Minute  Men  in 
Brooklyn,  a  Captain  Calhoun  was  introduced  as  the 
author  of  Marching  Through  Georgia.  He  sang  the 
song  as  his  own  composition.  Work's  good  taste,  and 
a  sense  of  humor  saved  a  bad  situation  again.  The 
Brooklyn  newspapers  took  up  the  matter,  and  after  a 
correspondence  with  Work's  publishers,  published  the 
facts  of  the  authorship.  Captain  Calhoun  was  heard 
of  no  more. 

A  more  serious  claim  to  the  authorship  of  one  of 
Work's  songs,  because  it  came  long  after  his  death  when 
all  possibility  of  a  personal  defense  had  passed,  was 
refuted  through  the  efforts  of  his  friends.  In  1902  Mr. 
A.  L.  Williams,  an  employee  of  the  Union  Pacific  Rail- 
road at  Topeka,  Kansas,  asserted  that  Kingdom  Commg 
was  written  by  a  soldier  of  the  10th  Illinois  Regiment, 
under  title  of  The  Contraband.  The  New  York  Liter- 
ary Review  published  his  statement.  In  controversion 
of  the  Williams'  claim,  evidence  of  the  authorship 
given  by  Mr.  Root  was  submitted  by  Mr.  S.  Ward 
Loper  of  Middletown,  Connecticut.  It  was  published, 
and  nothing  further  was  heard  from  Mr.  Williams. 

Kingdom  Coming  was  published  in  1861  by  Root  & 
Cady  of  Chicago,  and  later  reprinted  by  other  pub- 
lishers. In  every  case  it  was  credited  to  Henry  Clay 
Work. 

TN  June,  1884,  Henry  Clay  Work  went  to  Hartford 
■■■  to  visit  his  mother,  and  had  been  with  her  but  a  few 
days  when  he  died  very  suddenly  from  heart  trouble. 
He  was  buried  in  Spring  Grove  Cemetery  beside  his 
wife,  who  had  died  the  year  before. 

A  list  of  seventy-three  songs  by  Henry  Clay  Work 
is  possessed  by  his  family,  though  he  doubtless  wrote 
many  more.  He  wrote  both  the  words  and  music  of 
all  of  his  published  pieces,  as  well  as  the  music  for 
"God  Save  the  Nation,"  the  words  of  which  were 
written  by  Theodore  Tilton,  of  the  New  York  Inde- 
pendent. 

Unlike  the  fate  of  many  so-called  ballads,  the  songs 
of  Henry  Clay  Work  are  still  sung  throughout  America, 
though  they  are  nearly  a  half  century  old.  Again, 
where  the  fame  of  song  writers  usually  rests  upon  a 
single  song,  a  dozen  of  Work's  songs  are  equally  well 
known.  Of  Marching  Through  Georgia,  it  has  well 
been  said,  "It  is  the  chief  musical  legacy  of  the  Civil 
War." 
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Nleodemus,   the    llare,   was    of  African    birth. 

And  was  bought  for  a  bagful  of  gold  ; 
He  was  reckoned  as  part  of  the  salt  of  the  earth, 
But  ho  died  years  ago,  very  old. 

'Twas  his  last  sad  rcjuest — so  we  laid  hua  aw*y 

In   the  trunk   of  an  old  hollow   tree; 
"Wake  me  up!"  was  his  oharg«,   'at  the  first  break   of  day. 
Wake  me  up  for  tho  great  Jubilee  1" 
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Wake  Nicodemus! 


Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.  WORK. 
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1.  Nic  -  o    -    de  -  mus,  the  slave, was    of  Af  -    ri- can  birth,  And  was 

2.  He  was  known  as        a  proph-et_  at  least  was  aswise_For   he 

3.  Nic-  o   -    de  -  mus  was  nev  -  er     the  sport     of  the  lash,Thoughthe 

4.  'Twas  a     long   wea  -  ry  night_we  were  al  -  most  in  fear  That   the 
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bought  for  a    bag  -     ful        of  gold 

told  of  the  bat  -    ties      to  come 

bul     -  let  has  oft     cross1d  his  path 

fu     -  ture  was  more    than     he  knew 


He    was     reck  -    on'd       as  part  of  the 

And  he       trem  -  bled    with  dread    when  he 

There  were   none        of       his  mas    -    ters  so 

'Twas    a        long      wea  -    ry  night  _    but  the 
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Twas   his 

Though  he 

Yet      his 
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last       sad       re-quest_    so  we  laid      him       a-way           In  the     trunk      of  an    old  hoi  -  low 

clothed    us     with  fear,    yet  the  gar-menta  he  wore    Were  in     patch  -  ea  .»t    <l   -  bow   and 

greut    heart  with  kind  -  oese  was  tilled    to     the  brim.  He  o  -  beyed  who  was  born  to     com- 

Bigne      in      the  sky      that  the  dark-nets     Is  gone.  There  art-      to  -  kens  in  end  -  less    ar  - 
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"Wake  me        up!"      was     his  charge,  "at        the  first  break  of   day_  Wake     me 

And  he  still  wears  the  suit         that       he  used          to  of  yore.  As         he 

But  he  longo"       for      the  morn   -     ing  which  then  was  so  dim_  For      the 

While  the  storm  which  had  seem    -    ing  -   ly  ban    -  ished  the  dawn.  On  -    ly 
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up         for     the  great     Ju  -   hi    -  he!" 

Bleeps     is      the  old        hoi  -  low  tree, 

morn  -  ing  which  now     i-,       at  hand, 

hast  -    ens    the    ad  -  vent     of  day. 


The   Good  Time  Coming"  is     al  -  most  here!  it  was 
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long,   long,   long       on    the  way! 
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meet  us  at  the  gum-tree  down  in  the  swamp,To  wake     Nic  -    o-de  -  mus      to  -  day. 
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BALLADS. 

Days  when  we  were  young       -       -  30 

First  Love  Dream 30 

Our  Captain's  Last  Words               -  30 

SONGS  &  CHORUSES. 

Agnes  by  the  River        -       -              -  30 

Andy  Veto 30 

Babylon  is  Fallen 30 

Beautiful  Robo 30 

Buckskin  Bag  of  Gold                          -  35 

Columbia's  Guardian  Ang  la    -  30 

Come  back  to  the  Farm                      -  30 

Come  Home  Father  30 

Corporal  Schnapps 30 

Grafted  into  the  Army      -       .       .  30 

Grandmother  told  me  bo      -       -  30 

Kingdom  ComiDg  30 

Lillie  of  the  Snow  Storm                      -  30 

Little  Major 30 

Marching  through  Georgia   -       -  30 

Nollie  Lost  and  Found  30 

Now  Moses -  30 

No  Letters  from  Home  35 


Our  last  grand  Camping  Ground 
Picture  on  the  Wall      .... 
Bing  the  Bell,  Watchman     - 
Ship  that  never  returned  - 
Sleeping  for  the  Flag       .... 
Song  of  a  thousand  Yean   - 
Song  of  the  Red  Man      .... 

'Tis  Finished 

Unole  Joe's  Hail  Columbia     - 
Wake  Nioodemus  • 
Wake  the  Boys  to  search  for  Nellie     - 
Washington  and  Lincoln    - 

Watching  for  Pa 

Wo'll  go  down  Ourselves     • 

Who  shall  Rule  this  American  Nation 

When  the  Evening  Star  went  down    - 

DUETS. 

Lleep  Baby,  Sleep  - 

QUARTETS. 

Crossing  the  Grand  Sierras  - 

Giils  at  Home 

God  save  the  Nation 

Poor  Kitty  Fop  Corn  • 
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To  Mrs.  L.  A.  Chamberlin,  Lebanon,  AT.Jf. 


The  Days  When  We  Were  "Young 


Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK 
N916. 
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Sis    -     ter! 
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days  when  we 
days  when  we 
days         when    we 


were        young? 

were         young  ? 
wen-  young? 


^^ 


P^f 


m 


g        9 


The  long,        long        days,  with      u 

The  home-    ly  house      in      the 

The  mates     of  child  -  hoc>d_the 


m 


n 


9:iS 


i 


mm 


',% 


I'.   .  i- 


s 


:fb 


S 


W 


r  m  r 


light     and    a    shade  Like  the      pearls     of       a     neck  -  lace 
far,       far    a -way,  Where  the        love       of     our  child  -  hood 
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Some  are       wan-dVing      tar,      and 


^Pf 


f 


•j  j 


1 


m 


f: 


Tin    flays    Wkt  t)     •? 


16 


=9 


i 


s 


s 


yes     -        ter     days We 

sa     -       cred    spot,         Save 
some  in      death        Have 


seek  their  like  in  vain; 

now  the  beat    -      en  loam; 

closed       their  wea    -       ry  eyes; 
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While  the       bright         to    -    days         re 
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To  Cousin  Mary  Unit  Work, 


Of   New   Washington,   Indians. 


SONG   AND   CHORUS, 

In  Houor  of  Maj.  Gen.  SHERMAN'S  FAMOUS  MARCH  "lk.ni  Atlanta  to  the  Sea." 
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Marching  Through  Georgia 


Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK 
N9  29 
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1.  Bring  the     good        old  bu    -     gle,    boys!  we'll 

2.  How  the      dar  -    keys  shout  -    ed      when  they 

3.  Yes,  and    there      were  Un    -     ion      men  who 

4.  'Sher  -  man's  dash   -    ing  Yan  -    kee     boys  will 

5.  So  we     made         a  thor  -  ough  -  fare  for 
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sing       an-  oth  -    er  song 

heard    the   joy-    ful  sound! 

wept    with   joy  -    ful  tears, 

nev  -    er   reach     the  coast!" 

Free  -  dom   and      her  train, 
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Sing  it   with  a  spir  -     it  that      will 

How  the  tur  -    keys  gob  -  bled  which     our 

When  they  saw       the  hon  -    or'd  flag       they 

So  the    sau  -    cy  reb  -    els  said,      and 

Six    -  ty    miles      in         la   -     ti    -  tude three 
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start  the  world       a  -    long 

com  -  mis-  sa   -    ry     found! 

had  not    seen      for     years; 

'twas  a     hand    some   boast, 

nun   -  dred     to        the     main; 
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tit-  ty        thou-  sand  strong,  While 

start-ed        from      the   ground,  While 

break-ing      forth       in    cheers,  While 

reck-on      with       the  host,  While 

sis-tance  was        in    vain,  While 


we  were  march- ing  through  Geor  -  gia. 

we  werV  march-ing  through  Geor  -  gia. 

we  were  march-ing  through  Geoi  gia. 

we  were  march-ing   through  Geor  -  gia. 

we  were  march-ing   through  Geor  -  gia. 
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Hur    -       rah!       Hur-rah!         we       bring    the  Ju  -  bi  -    lei 
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flag        thatmakes  you      free! 
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So         we      sang     the       cho  -    rus     from       At    - 
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lan-ta       to         the   sea, 
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While       we    were  marching  through     Geor     -         gia. 
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While       we     were  marching  through    Geor 


gia. 
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The  Song  Of  The  Red  Man 


Words  and    Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK 

Vineland,  N.  J.   N?  41 
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When   the    pale    -    fa  -  ces  came       in     their  white-wingti  ca-noes,  Long  a  -    go,      from  the  sun  -  ris  -   ing 

We      re  -  ceiv'd     them  with  glad- ness,    as     Sons      of      the  Sky    We     be  -  liev'd    them  of  heav  -  en  -  ly 

When    the    oaks,   pines  and  ce  -    dars  were  fell'd      to     the  ground, Twas  a    sight     that  with  sor  -  row    we 
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saw; 


When  they  ask'd  for  a  lodge,  and  we 
But  a  -  las!  to  our  sor  -  row  we 
For    the    game      lied     at-  fright  -  ed,      and 


did  not  re-fuse  Hap  -  py 
found  by  and  by,  That  like 
no  food    was  found    For      the 
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then       was    the  red       man,    and    free. 
us  they  were  born      of        the    earth, 

old        chief,  the   pa  -    poose    and  squaw. 


He    could  then      choose    a  spot        for      his 
By    their    false      trad  -  erswrong'd,by     their 
Driv  -  en     west  -  ward    we  came,     but     the 
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wig-  warn   to    stand,  Where  the      for    -      est  was  crowd  -  ed  with       game; 
fire  -  wa  -  ter  craz'd,  There   was     no  one  our  braves     to      re    -    strain; 

pale -face  was  here,     With     his    sharp       axe  and  death -tlash-ing        gun; 


For  the 
So  the 
And     his 
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blue  -  roll- ing  lake     and   the      ev-  er  smil-ing  land  Were  his     own      till    the  pale  -  fa-  ces  came 
swift     ar-  row  flew,  and   the     torn- a-hawk  was  rais'd  While  we    both  morn'd  the  blood  of     our  slain; 
great      i  -  ron  horse  now    is      rumbling  in    the  rear       0,     my    brave    m en! your  jour- ney    is    done. 
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For  the  broad  grass-y  plains  and    the    for-ests  deep  and  grand  Were  his  own  till    the  pale-fa-  ces  came. 
So  the  smoke-wreath  did  cease  from  the    cal-u-met    of  peace  ,While  we  both  moum'd  the  blood  of  our  slain. 
Like  the  bea  -  ver  and  elk       like    the    buf-fa-lo     and  deer     0,    my  brave  men/your  jour-ney  is  done. 
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They  came!  they  came!  like  the  fierce  prai-rie  flame,  Sweeping  on        to    the  sun- seating     shore: 
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They  came!  they  came!  like  tne  fierce  prai-rie  flame,  Sweeping  on        to    the  sun -set-ting     shore: 
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Gazing  now    on     its  waves, but    a      hand-  tul      of  braves,We  shall  join   in    the  chase nev-er- more 
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Gazing  now    on     its  waves,  but    a       hand-i'ul      of '  braves ,We  shall  join    in     the  chase  nev-er  -  more 


yjjjjj  jj  ju— jt-jftr==^f=f!=pf^^r~^ 


* 


£JDl  K  *  J) 


i 


firfif 


m 


p 


f 


iiii 


*  2  * 


s 


>»*i 


s 


f-flti  J>  ■frj^  j)  i  P  p  p  r Jl  p  i  r  1'  io-Q\  i)i  j,     11 


Tillwecampon  the  plains  where  the  Great  Spir- it  reignsjWe  shall  join      in    the  chase  nev-er.  more. 
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Till  we  camp  on   the  plains  where  the  Great  Spir- it  reigns,We  shall  join     in   the  chase  nev-er -more. 
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COMPOSITIONS 


BALLADS. 

Days  when  we  were  young       -       -  30 

First  Love  Dream 30 

Our  Captain's  Last  Words        -       -  30 

SONGS  &  CHORUSES. 

Agnes  by  the  River  -  30 

Andy  Veto 30 

Babylon  is  Fallen 30 

Beautiful  Bose 30 

Buckskin  Bag  of  Gold  -       -  35 

Columbia's  Guardian  Ang  13    -  30 

Come  back  to  the  Farm  -  30 

Come  Home  Father  30 

Corporal  Schnapps 30 

Grafted  into  the  Army      -       -  30 

Grandmother  told  me  so  30 

Kingdom  ComiDg  •  30 

Lillie  of  the  Snow  Storm      -       -       -  30 

Little  Major 30 

Marching  through  Georgia  -  30 

Nellio  Lost  and  Found  30 

Now  Moses 30 

No  Letters  from  Home  35 


Our  last  grand  Camping  Ground 

Picture  on  the  Wall  - 

Bing  the  Boll,  Watchman     - 

Ship  that  never  returned  - 

Sleeping  for  the  Flag       .... 

Song  of  a  thousand  Years   - 

Song  of  the  Bed  Man      .... 

•Tis  Finished 

Uncle  Joe's  Hail  Columbia    - 

Wake  Nioodemua . 

Wake  the  Boys  to  search  for  Nellie     - 

Washington  and  Lincoln   - 

Watching  for  Pa  - 

We'll  go  down  Ourselves     - 

Who  shall  Rule  this  American  Nation 

When  the  Evening  Star  went  down    - 

DUETS. 

Sleep  Baby,  Sleep  - 

QUARTETS. 

Crossing  tho  Grand  Sierras  - 

Girls  at  Home 

God  save  the  Nation 

Poor  Kitty  Top  Corn     - 
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Uncle  Joe's  "Hail  Columbia!" 


Words  and    Music   by  HENRY  C.WORK 
N?  11 
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1.  Un  -  cle      Joe      comes         home     a       sing-  ing,  Hail, 

2.  Bressed      days,        I  lib      to        see      dem,  Hail, 

3.  Dis      is       what        de  war   was  brought  for,  Hail, 
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Glorious       times      de 

I        hab    drawn      a 

Dis       is       what        our 


Lord      is      bring-in' 

breff     of     free-dom 

fa  -  ders  fought  for 


Now 
Now 
Now 


let 
let 
let 


me 
me 
me 


die. 
die. 
die. 
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Fling  de  chains  in 
Nine  -  ty  years  I 
Darls        an    end       to 


to         de   rib  -  ber 
bore       de  bur -den, 
all        dis  sor-  row, 


Lay        de    bur  -  den  by; 

Den        he   heard   my  cry; 

Com  -    in'     by       and  by; 


pm^ 


m 


J?E£ 


P    p    p    j)  T"p  i?    p  p- 


£ 


^1 


Dar       is        one      who 
Stand  -  in'       on        de 
Pray-   in'       for       dat 


^ma 


will     de  -    lib  -  ber Now  let  me  die. 

banks  ob       Jur-dan Now  let  me  die. 

bres  -  sed    mor-row Now  let  me  die. 
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Ring        de  Bells       in 
ILTO 


eb  -  'ry      stee-ple!  Raise      de    Flag    on  high! 
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Ring         de  Bells       in 
BASS 


eb  -  'ry      stee-ple!  Raise     de     Flag    on  high! 
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Lord     has   come      to  sabe  His     peo-ple —  Now  let         me  die 
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4.     I  hab  seen  de  rebels   beaten, 

Hail    Columby! 
I  hab  seen  dar  hosts  retreatin', — 

Now  let   me   die. 
O!    dis  Union  can't  be  broken, 

Dar's   no  use  to  try; 
No  sech  ting  de  Lord  has  spoken. 

Now  let   me   die. 

CHORUS       Ring  de   Bells,    &c. 


5.    I1 11  go.  home  a  singing  "Glory!" 

Hail   Columby! 
Since   I  heard  dis  bressed  story _ 

Now  let   me   die. 
Tis  de  ransom  ob  de  nation, 

Drawin'  now  so  nigh; 
'Tis   de  day  ob  full  salbation, — 

Now  let   me  die. 

CHORUS       Ring  de  Bells,    &c . 


Uncle  Joe's  Hail  3 


5W  COMPOSITIONS 
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BALLADS. 

Days  when  we  were  young       -       -  30 

First  Love  Dream 30 

Our  Captain's  Last  Words        -       -  30 

SONGS  &  CHORUSES. 

Agnes  by  the  River        -       -       -       -  30 

Andy  Veto 30 

Babylon  is  Fallen 30 

Beautiful  Rose 30 

Buckskin  Bag  of  Gold  -  35 

Columbia's  Guardian  Ang  13    -  30 

Come  back  to  the  Farm  30 

Come  Home  Father     ....  30 

Corporal  Schnapps 30 

Grafted  into  the  Army  30 

Grandmother  told  me  so  30 

Kingdom  Coming  30 

Lillie  of  the  Snow  Storm      -       -       -  30 

Little  Major 30 

Marching  through  Georgia   -       -       -  30 

Nellie  Lost  and  Found  30 

Now  Moses 30 

No  Letters  from  Home  35 


Our  last  grand  Camping  Ground 
Picture  on  the  Wall  - 

Bing  the  Bell.  Watchman     - 
Ship  that  never  returned  - 
Sleeping  for  the  Flag       - 
Song  of  a  thousand  Years   - 
Song  of  the  Red  Man  - 

'Tis  Finished 

Unole  Joe's  Hail  Columbia     - 
Wake  Nioodemus  - 
Wake  the  Boys  to  search  for  NrlJie     - 
Washington  and  Lincoln    - 

Watching  for  Fa 

We'll  go  down  Ours 9lves     - 

Who  shall  Rule  this  American  Nation 

When  the  Evening  Star  went  down    - 

DUETS. 

tleep  Baby,  Sleep  - 


QUARTETS. 

Crowing  the  Grand  Sierras  -  75 

Glils  at  Home 30 

God  save  the  Nation 25 

Poor  Kitty  Fop  Corn  35 
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Babylon  Is  Fallen 

Sequel  to  "Kingdom  Coming-'' 


Words  and   Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK 
N?  21 
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1.  Don't     you  see    de  black     clouds 

2.  Don't     you  see    de    light  -    nin' 

3.  Way       up  in      de   corn   -    field, 


Ris  -    in1    o  -  ber    yon   -    der, 
Flash  -  in'    in      de     cane  -  brake, 
Whar    you  hear  de      tun    -    der 
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Whar     deMas-sa's    ole  plan- ta-tion        am? 
Like      as  if     we  gwine  to    hab     a         storm? 
Dat       is  our   ole     for-  ty    pounder        gun? 


Neb-    beryou     be  fright-ened 
No!      you  is     mis-  ta  -  ken 
When      de  shells  are  miss- in'. 
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Dem     is  on-    ly     dar-  keys,        Come    to  jine     an'    fight   for    Un  -    cle     Sam. 
Tis      de  dar-key's   bay  - 'nets,  An'    de  but- tons     on      dar     u    -      ni  -  form. 

Den    we  load  wid  punk-   ins,  All      de  same  to      make    de    cow  -  ards     run. 
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Look         out  dar, 

ALTO         ,  .  , 


We's 


a  gwine     to      shoot! 


Look 
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Look  out  dar, 
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We's  a  gwine     to      shoot! 


Look 
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Look  out  dar,  now 


We's 


a  gwine     to      shoot ! 


Look 
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out      dar    don't  you     un-  der    -    stand? 


Bab  -    y-lon    is     fall  -    en! 
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Bab  -    y-lon    is     fall  -    en! 


out      dar    don1 1  you     un-der  -    stand? 
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out       dar    don't  you     un-der   -     stand?    Oh  don't  you  know  d  at        Bab-    y-lon     is    fall   -    en! 
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Repeat  the  Chorus  somewhat  softly. 


-3 


ii 


** 


Bab-    y-lon    is      fall  -     en!     And   we's       a  gwine  to      oc  -  cu-  py      de        land. 
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Bab-   y-lon    is      fall    -     en!     And  we's       a  gwine   to      oc  -  cu-  py       de        land. 


Bab-  y-lon     is     fall   -     en!     And  we's       a  gwine   to      oc  -  cu  -  py       de        land. 
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Babylon  3 


4.        Massa  was  de  Kernel 
In  de  rebel   army, 

Ebber  sence  he  went  an'  run  away; 
But  his  lubly  darkeys, 
Dey  has  been  a  watchin', 

An'  dey  take  him  pris'ner  tudder  day. 
Chorus  —  Lookout  dar,  &c. 


5.       We  will  be  de  massa, 

He  will  be  de  sarvant  — 

Try  him  how  he  like  it  for  a  spell; 
So  we  crack  de  Butt'nuts, 
So  we  take  de  Kernel, 

So  de  cannon  carry  back  de  shell. 
Chorus  —  Look  out  dar,  &c. 
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With  Pianoforte  Accompaniment. 

Por    Ueix'a    Voioea.-1>>  and  2d  Tonor,  ud  lit  »nd  2d  Bw 

Forward  Boys Q-  F-  Root-  2 

Key  of  C.    3-4  and  2-4  tint*.    Pint  Tonor  goea  nr  to  A.    lint  movement  andante— Moond  aHojrro. 

March  on  !  March  on  [...Soldier's  Glee Wm.  Lewis.  3 

Key  of  l:  flat.    6-8  time.     Kirat  Tenor  gooa  up  to  Q.     Haa  a  Duet — bold  and  energetic. 

Come  on  this  Silent  Night-Serenad James  Grant    Wilson.  1J 

Key  of  A  flat.    3-1  tiraa.     Pint  Tenor  goe»  up  to  A  hat       Haa  eome  modulationi.    Smooth,  flowing. 

The  Outward  Bound... Sailor's  Glee J-  MoUer.  3 

Key  of  D.    4-4  time.    Pint  Tenor  goea  up  to  O.    Bacond  Base  to  F  atiarp  below.    Haa  triplete  in  all 
tho  parte— apirited  and  rather  difficult. 

Have  ye  Sharpened  your  Swords?. ..Battle  Song Manchester.  2 

Kej  of  0—6-8  time.    Pint  Tenor  goes  np  to  0.     With  fire. 

3E"OX-    3V£i xed    Voioea.- Soprano,  Alto,  Tenor  and  Baae. 

God  Save  the  Nation Henry  C.  Work.  2 

Key  of  G — *-4  time.    Not  difficult.    AH  the  parta  within  ordinary  oompaaa 

Wake,  Lady,  Wake!  we  are  Singing  to  Thee... Serenade Root.  4 

Key  of  0 — 6-8  dmo.     Solo  for   Tenor    goea  up  to  O.     Moderately  difficult. 

Row,  Row,  Homeward  we  go S.  W.Martin.  3i 

Key  of  F-- 6-8  time.     Barcarolle  movement.     Within  uaual  oompaaa.     Moderately  difficult. 

God  bless  our  brave  young  Volunteers Geo.  F.  Root.  2 

Key  of  C — 3-4  time.     Kameat  and  patriotic. 

Girls  at  Home Benry  C  Work.  3 

Key  of  A — t-4  time.    Companion  to  "  BraTo  Boya  are  They." 

Welcome  to  Spring J-  W.Martin.  4 

Key  of  A  flat — 1-4  time.    Baa'a  soprano  Solo.    la  bright  and  iparkling. 

We  meet  upon  the  Level. .Masonic CM.  Oady.  2J 

Key  of  C— 2-4  time.     Within  tin.  naual  coinpaaa.     llaa  a  Chorua  aflar  earth  leno. 

A  Home  in  the  West J-  -v-  Hubbard.  4 

Key  of  K  flat— 6-*  lime     "O  give  me  a  hotnMn  tbo  beautiful  Weil."     M  jderetoly  ojfflculU 

Homeward  now  from  Toll  returning J-  M-  ^eUon-  3 

Key  of  0—3-4  time.     Solo  tor  the  annrano.  with  accompaniment  by  the  other  vnicee,  IB  Sw iaa  etyle. 

My  Mother's  Grave H.  P.  Dank,.  U 

Key  of  A  flat-4-4  time.    In  the  oidiaary  oompaaa.     Tender  and  gfwtlo. 

Softly  Dream,  Sweet  Love S.  W.  Martin^  4 

Roy  of  B  flat— 3-4  and  4-*  time.     Pint  movement  andanlti  aecon-,  alltfro.    Pleaatog  and  eflecuva. 

TheLiberty  Bird Ceo.  F.  Root.      8 

Key  of  K-  in  cbauUns  "tyle.    Ooaa  up  to  P. 

List,  the  Evening  Breeze  »«  Stealing J  M.  Hubbard.  4 

Kay  of  H  tint — 4—4  timw.     A  boat  g.««.     Mo- Urate.?  (flitiiiiU. 

B&-  Father's  Come  Home •-*  f  Whiting.     3 

K»T  of  A  flat-4-4  lime.    Ooel   ir  to  P  fl.t      Sequ-I  to  "  Pom.  Home,  Tether. 
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God  Save  The  Nation 


A  Battle  Hymn 


Words  by  THEODORE   TILTON 
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Music  by  HENRY  C.  WORK. 
N9  15 
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1.     Thou        who      or  -  dain 
ii    ALTO 


est,  for   the  land's  sal  -  va    -    tion,  Fam  -  ine     and  tire,  and 
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2.       By  the  great  sign, 

TENOR 
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for    -     told,  of  Thine   Ap-pear  -    ing,         Com-    ing      in  clouds,    while 


3.      By  the  brave  blood 

BASS 


that  flow- eth  like      a      riv    -     er,  Hurl     Thou     a     thun    -     der 


?H*-r — p— p=r — p  i  J)  J'  ^  it^r   r  i  j  j^^ 


4.    Slay        Thou   our     foes  or  turn  them  to      de  -  ri    -    sion,  Till,  through  the  blood    -     red 
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sword)  and    la-  men-    ta  -   tion,  Now       un  -  to    Thee  we  lift    our    sup-pli-ca    -    tion 
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mor  -    tal  men    stand  fear-  ing,  Show       us,      a-  mid  this      smoke  of     bat- tie,  clear  -    ing, 
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bolt    from  out    Thy     qui  -  ver!         Break  Thou  the  strong     gates!       ev'-  ry     f et  -  ter  shiv  -     er! 
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Val  -   ley   of       De  -  cis  -    ion,  Peace      on     our  fields       shine,     like     a    prophet's  vis    -    ion, 
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God 
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save         the  Na     -       tion! 


God  save         the  Na       -         tion! 
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char    -      iot  near 


Thy  char   -      iot         near        -  ing! 
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Smite  and  etc     -        liv 


r. 


? 


£=£=£ 


Gret 


* 


*=5 


and  e      -       ly     -       sian!  Green  and  e      -       ly 
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A  Companion  Piece  to 


"BRAVE    BOYS    ARE    THEY." 
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Sleeping  For  The  Flag 


Words  and   Music  by  HENRY  C.  WORK. 

N9  22 
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Rather  Slowly 
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1.  When      our  boys  come  home  in    tri-umph,  brother, 

2.  You      who  were  the  first  on       du  -  ty,      brother, 

3.  You       have  crossd  the  clouded    riv  -  er,      brother, 


With      the  lau-rels  they  shall  gain; 

When    "to  arms'your leader     cried. 

To         the  mansions  of  the     blest, 
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When         we   go     to  give  them    wel-come,      brother, 

You         have  led  the  ranks  lor   -    ev.er,  brother, 

"When        the  wicked  cease  from  troubling"    brother) 


9 


We  shall  look  for  you  in     vain. 

You  have  laid  your  annes      a    -   side. 
"And  the  wea-ry  are  at      rest! 
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We       shall  wait  for  your  re    -  turn-ing,       brother,        Though    we  know   it    can- not       be; 
From       the  aw- ful  scenes  of     bat-tie,        brother,  You      were  Bel     for-ev-  er        Irt., 

Sure    -     ly  we  would  not  re   -  Call  you,        brother,  But        the  tears  flowfasl  and      free. 
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I'n-der-ni-iitli  •   BOUth    -   BIB  tree. 

Dh-der-neath  that  south -em  tree. 

Oh-der-neath  that  south-  era  tree. 


For  your  comrades  left  you  Bleeping,  brother, 
When  your  comrades  left  you  sleeping,  brother, 
When      we  think  of  you     as    Bleeping,     brother, 
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Chorus 
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Sleep    -     ing         to         wa    -       ken 
ALTO 


In       this  wea-  ry  world  no    more; 
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Sleep    -      ing         to         wa    -       ken 
BASS 


In        this  wea-  ry  world  no    more; 
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Sleep  -    ing  for  your  true-lcVd  country,     brother,  Sleeping  for  the  flag  you    bore. 
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Sleep-    ing  for  your  true-lov'd  country,      brother,  Sleeping  for  the  flag  you     bore. 
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Sleeping  For  The  Flag  :i 


•- 


COMPOSITIONS 


BALLADS. 

Days  when  we  were  young       -       -  30 

First  Love  Dream 30 

Our  Captain's  Last  Words        -       -  30 

SOjSFGS  &  CHORUSES. 

AgneB  by  the  River       -       -       -       -  30 

Andy  Veto 30 

Babylon  is  Fallen 30 

Beautiful  Rose       -----  30 

Buckskin  Bag  of  Gold  35 

Columbia's  Guardian  Ang  Is    -  30 

Come  back  to  the  Farm       -       -       -  30 

Come  Home  Father  30 

Corporal  Schnapps 30 

Grafted  into  the  Army  30 

Grandmother  told  me  bo  -  30 

Kingdom  Coming  -  30 

Lillio  of  the  Snow  Storm      -       -       -  30 

Little  Major 30 

Marching  through  Georgia   -       -       -  30 

Nellie  Lost  and  Found  30 

Now  Moses 30 

No  Letters  from  Home  36 


Our  last  grand  Camping  Ground 
Picture  on  the  Wall      - 
Bing  the  Boll,  Watchman     - 
8hip  that  never  returned  - 
Sleeping  for  the  Flag      - 
Song  of  a  thousand  Years   - 
Song  of  the  Red  Man 

'Tis  Finished 

Uncle  Joe's  Hail  Columbia     - 
Wake  Nioodemus  - 
Wake  the  Boys  to  search  for  Nellie     - 
Washington  and  Lincoln   - 

Watching  for  Pa 

We'll  go  down  Ourselves     - 

Who  shall  Rule  this  American  Nation 

When  the  Evening  Star  went  down    - 

DUETS. 

Sleep  Baby,  Sleep  • 

QUARTETS. 

Crossing  the  Grand  Sierras  - 

Glils  at  Home 

God  save  the  Nation 

Poor  Kitty  Pop  Corn     ■ 
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To  Mrs.    Aurelia  A.  Work,  Hartford, Conn. 


Our  Captain's  Last  Words 


Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK 
N?  7 


Introduction 
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1.  Where  the     fore  -    most 

2.  Through  the     bat   -    tie 

3.  Men  who      were      not 
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Pierc'd      b}r  ma 

But  his         words 

Turnd        a      -      side 


flag  was    fly-ing, 

smoke  they  bore  him, 

used  to    weep-ing, 


ny   a         shot        and       shell, 

were  grow  -    ing       wild; 

to  hide        a  tear, 
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Where 
Heed     - 
When 
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they    saw 
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scenes 
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were  dy-ing, 
be-  fore  him, 
lor  creep-ing, 


There    our  gal      -         lant 

Ste  -    phen       was  once 

That       as    -    sured  them 
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cap     -      tain  fell, 
more             a- child, 
death        was  near. 

Boys! 

"Ah, 
Kind      - 
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you      fol    -      low 

she       comes!    there 

ly       as            he 
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Fol     -         low   till 
Speaks  my  name 

Stran    -     gers  caught 


the  foe  shall  yield; 

with  such       a  joy; 

his  part  -    ing      breath, 


Then  he       whis  -    per'd, 

Press  me      to  your 

La       -         den      with        the 
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"Tell  my  moth-er 

bo  som,  moth-er 

mur     -        mur  "moth-er" 


Ste  -    phen       died 
Call     me  still 

Last      up      -      on 


P   Hi  Hi 


up    -       on  the  field'.' 

your  dar      -        ling   boy." 

his  lips  in    death. 
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"Moth  -  er!"_ 
"Moth-  er'."_ 
"Moth-  er!"_ 
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"Moth  -  er!"_ 
"Moth  -  er!"_ 
"Moth-  er!"_ 


Ste  -      phen  died 

Call         me  still 

Last        up      -         on 


up- 
your 

his 
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on  the  field. 

dar      -         ling  boy." 
lips  in  death. 
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The  Buckskin  Bag  Of  Gold 


Words  and    Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK 

N?  45 


PRELUDE 


Moderato 
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1.  Last 

2.  The 

3.  Sweet 

4.  How 
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night      I       met  him        on  the  train A       man  with  love  -    ly  eyes;  And  he 

dear-  est     man  you         ev   -  er    saw         How   much      I        love    him  now!  And    if 

boy   bring    me  the    "Morn  -  ing  Call"      Per  -  chance  I'll  find    his  name;  At    the 

can       I        seek            a        name  un- known?   Oh,       tell     me  where    he  went!  What  is 


& 


— I — 

f 


i 


49 


4 


j'.    Ji  i  >  Ji  b  ii  i  j>  p  p-    pip-  ^ 


gave     me     such 
I      should  live 
'Grand    Ho  -   tel" 
this        I        read! 


search-    ing  glance     Of 
a         thou  -    sand  years,    No 
he        must       have  stopp'd,    I 
why,      Pa    -     pa's  bank        Is 


sweet-  ly  charm'd 

oth  -    er     hears 

won  -  der   when 

robb'd   of       ev     - 


sur 
my 
he 
'ry 


prise! 
vow. 
came! 
cent! 


I 

Like 
He 
The 
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knew     'twas  he         the  la    -      dy  meant,Who  once       my     toi 
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knew  'twas  he         the  la    -      dymeant,Who 

Ju    -  das_no,      like  Ju   -      pi  -  ter,      He 

must  have  charm'd  those  Lump  -  kin  girls,    So 

thief, 


it  seems,  left  town      last  night, Well,       well!       I'm  nice  -    ly 


once  my  for  -  tune  told, 
look'd  so  brave  and  bold, 
haugh  -  ty,  proud  and  cold, 
sold! 


By  his 

With  his 

By   his 

He   had 
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jet  black  eyes,  his  grand  moustache, And  his  buck  -  skin  bag  of  gold, 

jet  black  eyes,  his  grand  moustache, And  his  buck  -  skin  bag  of  gold, 

jet  black  eyes,  his  grand  moustache, And  his  buck  -  skin  bag  of  gold, 

jet  black  eyes,  his  grand  moustache,  And  his  buck  -  skin  bag  of  gold 
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f^f 


^ 


m 


i 


The  Buckskin    4 


50 


I  MR  

WM  i  1  j   1 1  Hip  j  i  j  p  p  p 


Yes!  Yes! 

ALTO 


he       is  the  man  Who         does  your   for  -  tune         hold !  He  has 
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Hal       ha!         hat  Vial  •  ^  ^ 
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Ha!     ha!      ha!       ha! 
TENOR 
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Yes !  Yes ! 


he       is  the  man  Who         does  your    for- tune         hold!  He  has 
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Ha!     ha!     ha!       ha! 
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jet    black  eyes,  a        grand  moustache,  And    a       buck- skin    bag         of       gold. 


m 


P  j)  i  i  i  ji  j)  j>  1 1 1  j^ j)  i  i 


^ 


^^ 


^ 


p  r  p 


P    H  '  M 


jet    black  eyes,  a       grand  moustache,  And     a       buck- skin    bag         of       gold. 
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Tall!  slim! 


quick    as      a  flash!  And  twen  -  ty      two  years         old;  He  has 
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Ha!      ha!      ha!      ha! 
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Tall!  slim!  quick     as     a  Hash!  And  twen-  ty      two   years  old;  He   has 
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jet       black  eyes,         a        grand    moustache,  And     a        buck- skin      bag  of        gold. 
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jet      black  eyes,         a       grand    moustache,  And     a        buck -skin      bag  of       gold. 
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COMPOSITIONS 


BALLADS. 

Days  when  we  were  young       -       -  30 

First  Love  Dream 30 

Our  Captain's  Last  Words  -  30 

SONGS  &  CHORUSES, 

Agnes  by  the  River        -       -       -       -  30 

Andy  Veto 30 

Babylon  is  Fallen 30 

Beautiful  Rose 30 

Buckskin  Bag  of  Gold  -  35 

Columbia's  Guardian  Ang  Is   -  30 

Come  back  to  the  Farm  30 

Come  Home  Father  30 

Corporal  Schnapps 30 

Grafted  into  the  Army      -       -       -  30 

Grandmother  told  me  bo      -       -  30 

Kingdom  Coming  30 

Lillio  of  the  Snow  Storm       -       -       -  30 

Little  Major    -  -  30 

Marching  through  Georgia   -  -  30 

Nollio  Lost  aud  Found  30 

Now  Mosrs 30 

No  Letters  from  Home  36 


Our  last  grand  Camping  Ground 
Pioture  on  the  Wall      .... 
Bing  the  Bell,  Watohman     - 
Ship  that  never  returned  - 
Sleeping  for  the  Flag       .... 
Song  of  a  thousand  Years    - 
Song  of  the  Bed  Man      .... 

'Tis  Finished 

Unole  Joe's  Hail  Columbia     - 
Wake  Nioodemus » 
Wake  the  Boys  to  search  for  Nrllie     - 
Washington  and  Lincoln   - 

Watching  for  Pa 

We'll  go  down  Ourselves     - 

Who  shall  Rule  this  American  Naticn 

When  the  Evening  Star  went  down    - 

DUETS. 

(bleep  Baby,  Sleep  - 

QUARTETS. 

Crossing  the  Grand  Sierras  - 

Glils  at  Home 

God  save  the  Nation 

Poor  Kitty  Fop  Corn  • 
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Come  Home,  Father!' 

'Tis  The 

SONG  OF  LITTLE    MARY, 

Standing  at  the  bar-room  door 
While  the  shameful  midnight  revel 
Rages  wildly  as  before. 


Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK 
N?  26 
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1 .  Fa-ther,  dear  fa  -  ther,  come     home  with  me   now!      The 

2.  Fa-ther, dear  fa-  ther,  come     home  with  me   now!     The 

3.  Fa-ther,  dear  fa  -  ther,  come     home  with  me  now!     The 


clock  in    the  stee-ple  strikes     one;  You 

clock  in    the  stee-ple  strikes     two;  The 

clock  in    the  stee-ple  strikes     three;         The 
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said  you  were  com-ing    right      home  from  the  shop,      As 
night  has  grown  cold-er,    and        Ben  -  ivy     is  worse      But 
house  is    so  lone  -  ly      the       hours  are    so  long      For 


soon    as  your  day's  work  was        done.  Our 

he    has  been  call  -  ing    for  you.  In- 

poor  weep-ing  moth-er     and         me.  Yes, 
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fire  has  gone  out         our   house  is    all  dark       And     moth-  er's  been  watch-ing  since       tea,  With 

deed  he    is  worse       Ma    says    he  will  die,        Per-  haps    be- fore  morn- ing  shall         dawn; And 

we    are    a- lone       poor   Ben- ny    is    dead,      And     gone  with  the     an-  gels    of  light; And 
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poor  brother  Ben- ny    so        sick    in   her  arms,    And       no     one   to    help  her  but  me. Come 

this    is  the  mes-sage  she       sent  me    to  bring  'Come  quick- ly,    or     he   will  be  gone'.' Come 

these  were  the  ver-  y     last     words  that  he  said  I       Want   to  kiss    Pa- pa  good         night'.' Come 
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home!  come  home!  come  home! 
home!  come  home!  come  home! 
home!  come  home!  come        home! 
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Please,  fa  -  ther,  dear  fa  -  ther,  come  home 
Please,  fa  -  ther,  dear  fa  -  ther,  come  home 
Please,     fa  -  ther,  dear  fa  -  ther,  come       home 
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Come   Home,  Father  X 
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Chorus 


Unless  each  part  can  be  represented,  it  will  be  better  to  omit  the  Chorus.  The  Song  is  complete  without  it. 
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Hearihe  sweet  voice  of  the  child 

ALTO 


"Which  the  night  winds  re-peat    as   they        roam!  Oh 
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Hear  the  sweet  voice  of  the 
BASS 


child  "Which  the  night  winds  re-peat    as   they        roam!  Oh 
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who  could  re-sist  this  most    plain-tive   of  prayers?  Please,  fa- ther,  dear  fa- ther,  come      home'.'. 
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who  could   re-sist  this  most   plain-tive   of  prayers?  Please,  fa  -  ther,  dear  fa- ther,  come       home'.' 
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Gomt    Ho/in  .  Father  f 
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COMPOSITIONS 


BALLADS. 

Days  when  we  were  young       -       -  30 

First  Love  Dream 30 

Our  Captain's  Last  Words               •>  30 

SONGS  &  CHORUSES. 

Agnes  by  the  River        -       -       -       -  30 

Andy  Veto      -----  30 

Babylon  is  Fallen 30 

Beautiful  Rose 30 

Buckskin  Bag  of  Gold                           -  35 

Columbia's  Guardian  Angela    -       -  30 

Come  back  to  the  Farm                       -  30 

Come  Home  Father  30 

Corporal  Schnapps 30 

Grafted  into  the  Army  30 

Grandmother  told  me  so      -       -  30 

Kingdom  ComiDg  30 

Lillie  of  the  Snow  Storm      -       -       -  30 

Little  Major 30 

Marching  through  Georgia           -       -  30 

Nellio  Lost  and  Found  30 

Now  Moecs 30 

No  Lottors  from  Home  35 


Our  last  grand  Camping  Ground 
Picture  on  the  Wall      -       -       - 
Ring  the  Bell,  Watchman     - 
Ship  that  never  returned  - 
Sleeping  for  the  Flag  - 

Bong  of  a  thousand  Yean   - 
Song  of  the  Red  Man      .... 

»TiB  Finished 

Unole  Joe's  Hail  Columbia     - 
Wake  Nioodomus  - 
Wako  the  Boys  to  search  for  NclJie     - 
Washington  and  Lincoln    - 

Watching  for  Pa 

We'll  go  down  Ourselves     • 

Who  shall  Rule  this  American  Nation 

When  the  Evening  8tar  went  down    - 

DUETS. 

tloep  Baby,  Sleep 

QUARTETS. 

Crossing  the  Grand  Sierras  - 

GillsatHome 

God  save  the  Nation 

Poor  Kitty  Top  Corn     - 
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"Watching  For  Pa'.' 


Introduction 


Words  adapted  and  Music  composed  by  HENRY  C.  WORK 
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1.  Three  lit     -    tie  forms              in  the             twi 

2.  May,  with       her             pla  -        cid  and  thought 

3.  Nel  -         lie,      with  ring  -       lets  of               sun 

4.  Now  there      are  shouts           from  the  win 
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Scan  -  ning       the 

Beam  -  ing      with 

Cos  -  i     -     ly 

There  is           a 

( '■  '  i  i  J 

TTJ,  > 


shad 

kind 

nest 

pat 


ows  a 

ness  and 

led  be 

ter  of 


wm 


cross 
love 
tween 
child 


the 
just 
the 

ish 


wm 


way; 
now; 
two; 
feet; 
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black  eyes,    and 

young  -      est,       so 

cheek  to        the 

rush  through   the 
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light      -     ed  hall 
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Brim 
Steal 
Wish 
Com 
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love, 

kiss 
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call. 
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1.2.3.      Watch- ing       for 
4.       Wei  -   com  -  ing 


Pa! 
Pa! 


Watch-  ing      for 
Wei  -  com  -  ing 
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Pa! 
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Sit   -    ting  by  the  win  -  dow,  Watch      -  ing  for 

Stand  -  ing  on  the  door-  step,  Wei       -         com    -     ing 
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Sit    -     ting         by  the  win  -  dow,  Watch      -         ing  for  Pa! 

Stand  -    ing  on  the  door  -  step,  Wei         -        com    -     ing  Pa! 
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Agnes  By  The  River 


Poetry  by  MARY  J.  MSDERMIT 


Music  by  HENRY  C.  WORK 
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1.  Oh!      my  lit    -     tie         bird,     my         Ag  -    nes,      with      your 

2.  There    is  some  -  thing        in         the         ca  -   dence     that       the 

3.  Sure  -  ly,  ten  -    der    -    ness       and       sad  -  ness       find       an 
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sil  -  ver   sound- ing     notes,  And  your 

words  hiive    nev  -    er       told,  When  by 

ech  -   o         in      your    heart;  And    I've 


song    that     tells        a  sto  -     ry       sad       and 

oth  -   er        lips       and       oth  -    er        voi  -    ces 
heard  that     hid  -    den       sor  -    row    speak     in 
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song, 
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Now  your        voice       is  ris  -    ing       soft  -    ly,      and        I 

And     the  strain      is  new      in  pow  -    er,     though  the 

Mak-  ing  voi   -    ces        sym  -  pa    -    thet    -    ic,        in        the 
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list  -  en     as      it    floats    With  the      wind  that  stirs  the      rip  -  pies    at   your       feet, 
song    it- self    is     old,      When  it         gath- ers    life    and  sweet-ness  from  your     tongue, 
u  -   ni- son  with    art        That    is  ten  -  der  while  it     teach- es      to      be        strong. 
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She     is         sing   -    ing  by    the     riv  -  er     She      is  sing  -    ing  by     the     riv  -   er      By    the 
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is  sing  -    ing  by    the     riv  -  er    She      is  sing  -   ing  by     the     riv  -  er      By    the 
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riv-   er  where  the  wa- ter   lil  -  ies  grow And  the     snow-y   blossoms  tremble    and   the 
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grow And  the     snow-y    blossoms  tremble    and    the 
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And  the     snow-y    blossoms  tremble   and  the 
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Shin-ing  wa- ters  quiv-er    With  the       mur-  mur    of     the     rau-  sic  sweet  and         low. 
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Shin-ing  wa-ters  quiv.er   With  the       mur- mur    of     the     mu  -  sic  sweet  and         low. 
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Agnes,  I  have  tasted  sorrow,  and  in  silence  suffered  much 

And  have  learned  the  art  of  comforting  thereby; 

I  have  sympathy  for  others,  having  missed  its  gentle  touch 
When  my  heart  was  weak  and  faint  enough  to  die. 


That  is  past!  But  I  am  talking  as  if  Agnes  heard  me  now 
Yet  I've  spoken  what  I  meant  her  not  to  hear; 

And  she  only  heeds  the  singing  of  the  thrushes  on  the  bough 
That   is   dipping  in  the  sun  lit  water  near. 
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"Now,  Moses!" 


Words  and   Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK 

N9  33 
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Impatiently,  indignantly  and  with  tears 
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Now  Mo-  ses,  what  makes  you  so      strange  and  for-  get-  ful!  How        is       it    you  heedwhivt     I 

Now  Mo  -  ses,   do    tell    me    now    what    are  you    do  -  ing  Off      there  in    the    pan-  try      so 

Now  Mo  -  ses,  come  let     us      be       pleas-ant   andclev-er!   We      must  not    in     fu- ture  lead 
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tell   you     no  more?        Just        look     at    your     pic- ture _who 
still  and     so     sly?  I  know  ver  -  ry     well    there   is 

such    a       sad  life;         Come,     you     be      my    dear     no  -  ble 


would  not  be  fret-  ful!  Your 
some  mis-chief  brew-  ing_Ha! 
hus-band     for  -  ev  -   er,    And 
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great  mud  -  dy  boots    on      my        clean  kitch-  en    floor.         And 

that's  what  you're  af  -  ter,      a  whole  cher  -  ry     pie.  Stop! 

Ill      be      for  -  ev  -  er     your      sweet  lov-   ing  wife.  Of 
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there  you     are  smok  -  ing Oh 

stop!    you     are    tak  -   ing     the 
course,  none  sup  -  po  -   ses     that 
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Here  xhe  bursts  into  tears. 
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dear,  tis      pro  -  vok  -  ing!    To         tease  and    tor  -  merit  me        it 
last    of      my    bak-  ing,  The         ver  -    y       last    pie     that    was 
life     is       all      ro  -    ses,   But         real  -  ly         I      think  that_well 


is       your    de  -  sire;  111 

left       on      the     shelf;  If 

now       I       de  -  clare!        You 
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throw  your  old no      sir!     in    -     deed     Im     not      jok  -  ing_Ill 

ev  -   er      one    did,  you     de   -     serve     a      good  shak-  ing    And 
ras-cal!  you    vil  -  lain!  you        stu  -  pid  thing,  Mo  -ses!  You 


throw  your    old  meer-schaum  right 
Ive        a     great  no  -  tion      to 
laid    your   old     cur  -    ry  -  comb 
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in  -  to  the  fire! 
try  it  my-  self, 
right  in    my    chair! 


Now      Mo-  ses,  you'll  catch  it!     Now        Mo-  ses,  don't  touch   it!     Now 
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Mo  -   ses, you'll  catch  it!     Now        Mo  -  ses    don't  touch  it!     Now 


S 


BASS 


ses* 


Mo 


Mo 


*fe 


fTT? 


ilMi 


*f    *~ 


A'«f     3/r/  .<  s     8 


70 


^m 


p    K 


MP;'p  p  i r 


Mo-  ses, don't  you  hear  what    I  say?. 


'Tis        thus  with-  out    stop.ping,  the 
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ses,  I  say!       don't  you  hear  it?    'Tis        thus  with  .out    stop-ping,  the 
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Mo   ses,  don't  you  hear  what    I  say?      don1 1  you  hear  it?    'Tis        thus  with- out    stop-ping,  the 
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ses,  I  say! 
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Repeat  softly 
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rau-   sic  keeps  drop- ping,  For  night    af  -  ter      night,  and     for  day      af  -  ter      day. 
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mu  -   sic  keeps  drop  -  ping,  For  night    af  -  ter      night,  and     for  day      af  -   ter      day. 
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mu  -    sic  keeps  drop- ping, For  night    af  -   ter      night, and     for  day      af  -    ter      day. 
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Who  shall  Rule  this  American  Nation 
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Beautiful  Rose 


Moderate 
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Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK. 
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Off      on  theprai-rie,        where  the  balmy  air  Kiss-es  thewav-  ing  corn, 

Rose      is      a    la  -    dy  yet  from  early  dawn,  La- bors  her  skill- ful  hand; 

Clerks    from  the  ci  -   ty,         plow-men  from  the  field,         Lords  from  a    for-  eign  land; 
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There  lives  a      far- mer,       with   a  daughter  fair Fair      as     a   sum-mer's       morn! 

She      is    the  house-wife,       now  her  mothers  gone Gone      to  the  bet  -    ter  land. 

Each    in  their  turn   have         ver- y  humbly  kneeled Kneeled  for  her  heart  and         hand. 


i 


*=^ 


w 


m 


^^ 


P 


** 


s 


s: 


^ 


-&+ 


s 


tp-p  g  p  r      i^^p^ 


She      has    a    na  -   ture         gen-tle  as    a  dove, 

Rose     has  the  beau  -  ty fa-ther  has  the  gold 

But       to  them  all     she        made  the  same  re-ply 


Pure       as  the  mountain       snows; 
Both    will  be  hers   one         day; 
Kind  -    ly  but  firm-ly,       "No'." 
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Say!     is      it  strange  that        eve- ry-one  should  love  . 

For     she    is  young ,while         he    is  growing  old 

And  none  but     I        can  tell  the  reason  why 


Love   such   a    girl      as  Rose? 

Old     peo-ple  pass    a     -      way. 
Why     she  should  treat  them      so. 


Beautiful  Jtoxe  3 
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Beau-ti-f'ul    Rose! 
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love    -      lyRose!  Pride  of  the  prai-  rie  bower! 
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Beau-ti-ful    Rose! 
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love    -      lyRose!  Pride  of  the  prai  -  rie         bower! 


r    g  r 


»'     m        -rt 


r  p  p  r  r 


i 


inr 


S 


;3e 


a 


s=« 


h  i   in 


psm 


*=» 


m  m  m 


m 


-&- 


4*  J*  J»  P  P  r^  ij>ji^'f     ir  p  p  r 


^ 


Every- bo- dy  loves  her every- body  knows  She       is  the  fair  -  est        flower. 
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Every  -  bo  -  dy  loves  her every- body  knows  She"       is  the  fair-   est        flower. 
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PLEASE,  FATHER,  LET  US  111!" 
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To  cousin   Lizzie  Stewart  Wood,  of  St.  Louis,  M° 

Lillie  Of  The  Snow- Storm 

or 
"Please,  Father,  Let  Us  In!" 


Words  and  Music  by  HENRY   C.WORK 
N9  35 
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so,         As   we      walked      by  the   peb      -  bly 
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pang       To    this      light         and        bound      -        ing 


1.  Last     night,      moth-er,  he  told  me 
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Washington  And  Lincoln 
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1.  Come,  hap-py  peo  -  pie!    Oh  come    let     us  tell        The     sto  -  ry  of  Washington  and  Lin   -    coin! 

2.  Pa-  rents  to  chil  -  dren  shall  tell  with   de-light,     The     sto-  ry  of  Washington  and  Lin    -    coin; 

3.  Though  on  the  war      cloud   re-  cord  -  ed  with  steel,  The     sto-  ry  of'Washington  and  Lin  -     coin; 
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Peace  on-  ly  Peace,  can  com-plete  -  ly   re-veal 


The  sto  -  ry  of  Washington  and  Lin  -  coin. 
The  sto  -  ry  of  Washington  and  Lin  -  coin. 
The      sto-    ry   of  Washington  and    Lin  -    coin. 
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Down  through  the  a-  ges     an    an  -  them  shall  go, 
Earth's  weary  bond  men  shall  lis  -  ten  with  cheer. 
Thanks  to  the  Lord  for    the  days  we     be  -  hold ! 
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Ty-  rants  shall  tremble, and  trai-tors  shall  fear_ 
Thanks  for  the  un  -  sul-lied  flag  we    un-fold! 
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Till  ev-ery  na  -  tion  and  Ian- guage  shall  know  The  sto-  ry  of  Washington  and  Lin  -  coin 
When,  in  it's  f  ull  -  ness  of  glo  -  ry,  thej'  hear  The  sto  -  ry  of  Washington  and  Lin  -  coin 
Thanks  that  to  us,     and     in     our     time, was  told       The      sto-    ry    of  Washington  and    Lin  -     coin 
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The  Ship  That  Never  Returned 
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sum -mer's  day,  when  the     wave      was  rippled  By  the       soft -est,      gen- tlest     breeze,  Did    a 
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ship      set  sail,with   a        car   -     go   la-den  For     a        port  be-yond  the         seas; 

say,     perchance  in   a        for  -     eign  climate  There  is     health    and  strength  for     me',' 
one    more  bag   of  the     gold  -    en  treasure,  And 'twill  last         us  all  through    life. 
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knew       it  not, 'twas  a       sol  -    emn  parting,  For  the       ship       she  nev^r  re     -      turn'd. 

sent      himforthwith  a      smile     and  blessing  On   the       ship       thatnev-erre     -      turn'd. 

las,     poor  man!  for  he      saild     commander   Of    the       ship       thatnev-erre     -       turn'd. 
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Did  she    nev-er    re-  turn?     She    nev-er     re-turn'd    Her    fate,     it   is  yet     un  -    learn'd;  Tho'for 
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years       and  years  there  were    fond  ones  watching,Yet  the     ship  she  nev-er  re  -    tum'd. 
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years       and  years  there  were    fond  ones  watching,  Yet  the     ship  she  nev-er  re  -    tum'd. 
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years       and  years  there  were   fond  ones  watching,  Yet  the     ship  she  nev-er         re  -    tum'd. 
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Tis  Finished!  or  Sing  Hallelujah 


Words  and    Music   by  HENRY  C.  WORK 

N?  31 
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1.  'Tis  fin   -     ished!    'tis        end    -     ed!       The    dread   andaw-ful  task     is         done; 

2.  Ye  joy  -    bells!     ye      peace      bells!     Oh      nev  -   er,  nev-er    mu  -  sic        rang, 

3.  Come         pat    -    riots!    come    free   -     men!     Come  join   your  ev- ery  heart    and     voice; 
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ing,  'tis  ours    to  sing  the  vie  -  t'ry  won,  Our 

ly,  since  an  -  gels  in     the    ad  -  vent  sang,  Your 

ing now  let     us  with  the  blest  re    -  joice,  With 
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sweet     -       ly,  so      grand 
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ran     -      som'd_    our       en  -     e-mies  are     o  -    ver   -    thrown  And 

glad     -      ness          to       myr  -    i-ads    of    wait-  ing         souls,  As 

vie     -        tors       who    round     a-bout  the  white  throne    stand With 
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now,  Now        com  -  men      -      ces 

on       -       ward        and    world    -     ward 
Lin      -      coin,        the      Mar     -       tyr 


S 


the     bright- est  e  -  ra    ev  -     er  known, 

the        hap-  py,hap-py  ech  -    o  rolls, 

and       Lib -er- a -tor   of        his  land. 
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Then       sing       hal  -  le-lu  -  jah!         sing      hal  -  le- lu  -    jah!        Glo  -    ry    be     to     God        on 
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Then        sing       hal-  le-lu  -  jah!        sing      hal  -le-lu  -    jah!        Glo  -   ry    be     to     God        on 
BASS 


H    T     I  J      HI 


Ji  Ji  r  r  I J^ 


f 


* 


in&li 


F  EiJ  r  P 


^PNM 


P35? 


m m. 


■ — e 


f^# 


s 


p  1    Ji  Jt i  r  j  Ji  Jiir   p  Jmj>  JiPpr  r  i  r^ 


high!  For    the     old      Flag  with  the  white       flag      is    hang-ing  in  the    a-  zure  sky. 
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high!  For    the      old      Flag  with  the  white       flag      is    hang-ing  in  the    a-  zure  sky, 
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high!  For    the      old      Flag  with  the  white       flag       is    hang-ing  in  the    a  -  zure  sky. 


M  i    p'  p i  j  j  J>  J)i j   j-  pip-  ppp^ 


l^f 


iff 


^^ 


1 


m  i    * 


^S 


-O- 


-O- 


T5" 


^w  Finished  or    3 


■* 


cb 


Dedicated  to  THOMAS  RICHARDSON  CHURCHILL,  Bolton,  MM*. 


SOHG^CHORUS 


MUSIC  BY 


HENRY  C.  WORK. 

MM 

CLEVELAND:  0 

Published  by  ]§.  gRMNARD'S   ^ONS,  203  Superior  St. 

HnHrtdaenr'ling  la  Act  of  (nmjreu.  lx«»,  oy  ftmt<t  fluftf,  in  the  Ct'rrk'i  Ofiet  o/  Iht  Diilrid  Cbttrt  for  Uu  Narlkm  Dittruttt  liltnmt. 


% 


sggglir 


mm 


si) 

Pa) 


*WSB" 


100 


Dedicated  to 

THOMAS  RICHARDSON  CHURCH  ILL 

Ronton 

The  Picture  On  The  Wall 


Words  adapted  and  Music  composed  by  HENRY  C.WORK 

N9  27 
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1.  Tis  noon  of       night:        the  sa  -  ble 

2.  I    hear  the      press         of    ea  -  ger 

3.  The  moon's  full     ra   -     diance  struggles 
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clouds,         Hang     weep    -  ing    in   the       sky;  A -lone    I          sit,     where  fan-cies  Hit  Like 

feet,              Up     -     on  my  par-lor       floor;  A  moment,       and       my  will- ing  arms  En - 

through,       And       lights  my  room  once  more;  And  thus  shall  heavn      O   heart  of  mine,  Thy 
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spec    -     tral  shadows    by.  Me  thinks  I      see  fa-mil-iar    forms,      And       on  be-fore  them 

clasp         my  boy  once  more.  I    feel  his   warm     breath  on  my    cheek,       But     when      his  name   I 

seem  -      ing  loss  re  -  store.        Its  light  shall  gild       the  present    gloom,      And    sweet-  er  spells  en- 
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all—       So    fair,  so      calm,        sowondrous  like,  wondrous  like  The       pic   -    ture  on  the    wall, 
call  A  shad-owy      fin   -       ger  points  me    to,    points  me  to     His        pic    -    ture  on  the    wall, 

thral,    Than  thatwhich  binds      me    to  this    sweet,  to   this  sweet  True    pic   -    ture  on  the     wall. 
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A     -      mong  the  brave  and      loy  -     al,        How         man 
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y    lov'd  ones  fall! 
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Whose  friends  be-reft,       Have  on-  ly      left,    on-  ly    left     A        pic    -    ture  on   the     wall. 
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Whose  friends  be-reft,       Have  on- ly      left,  A  pic   -     ture  on   the      wall. 
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When  The  "Evening  Star"  Went  Down 


Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK 
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1.  The        morn- ing  was  fear- ful     at  sea_ 

2.  Saild         ev-  er     a    ship  from  her         quay, 

3.  The         treacher-ous     o-cean  is  calm. 


The     voy-  a-gers  wea-ry    and        pale;  Their 

So     heav-  i  -  ly     la  -  den    as  she,  With 

No      lon-ger    in  storm  bil  -  lows       toss'dj         Yet 
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steam-er       a  week,     from    keel  to  deck,       Be-     fore  an     Au-tum    -     nal  gale.  Old 

fol-ly      and  fame*    with      hope        and  shame,  With      van- i   -  ty,  mirth        and  glee?  But 

darkness   and  cloud     will      long         en-shroud    The      hearts  that  were  link'd     with  the     lost.  In 
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Nep-tune  came  forth  in    his  power He     wore    on     his    fea-tures     a  frown  j  And 

in    the  dark  moment    that         came,  How    use  -  less  were  rank  and    rt-     -       nown!  And 

howman-y,  how  man  -  y  homes,  Far      dis-tant,  in  coun-try       or  town,  A 
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man-y        a  guest       he         took  to  rest,   When  the      'Eve  -    ning  Star"    went         down. 

hon-ors     of  earth,    what     were         they  worthWhen  the     "Eve  -     ning  Star"    went  down. 

light  was  put  out,         in        dread,         in  doubt,  When  the     "Eve-    ning  Star"    went  down. 
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They     sleep  in  a  fathomless       grave,      The  guest  and  the  mar  i-ner        brave;    They  pillow  their  heads  on 
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They    sleep  in  a  fathomless       grave,      The  guest  and  the  mari-ner        brave;    They  pillow  their  heads  on 
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cor-  al  beds,  Be-neaththe  blue  o  -   cean       waves  Be-  neath  the  blue  o  -  cean      wave. 
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cor-    al  beds,  Be-neaththe  blue  o  -  cean       waves 


Be-  neath  the  blue  o  -  cean       wave. 
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To  the  Hon.  Lyman  Trumbull, 

Who  Shall  Rule  This  American  Nation? 


Words  and  Music   by   HENRY  C.WORK 

N°  37 
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1.  Who  shall    rule   this  A- 

2.  Who  shall    rank    as   the 

3.  Shall   we       tar-  nish  our 
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mer-i  -  can       Na  -    tion? 
fam-  i   -  ly        roy   -    al? 
na-tion-al        glo    -    ry? 


Say,         boys, 
Say,  boys, 

Say,  boys, 


say! 
say! 
say! 
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Who     shall     sit         in     the 

If        not     those    who  are 

Blot      one     line      from  the 
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loft-  i  -  est  sta  -    tion? 

hon-est    and  loy  -     al? 

won-der-ful  sto   -     ry? 
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Say,  boys,  say! 
Say,  boys,  say! 
Say,        boys,   say! 
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Then     shall  one  e  - 

Did        we    vain    -      ly 
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tram-pled  on  the  ban  -  ner? 
lect-  ed  as  our  ser  -  vant, 
shed  our  blood    in      bat     -      tie? 


They        who   now         their       coun-try  would   be- tray? 
In  his  pride,  as    -     sume    a       re  -   gal  sway? 

Did  our  troops         re     -     suit- less  win     the    day? 
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They  who     mur  -   der    the  in-  no-cent     freed -men?        Say,  boys,  say! 

Must    we      bend      to      the         hu-man  Die  -   ta  -    tor?  Say,  boys,  say! 

Was     our    time      and    our     treas-ure  all     squan-der'd?       Say,  boys,  say! 
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No,  nev-  er! 
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no,  nev-  er!      The       loy  -     al  mil  -  lions  say; 
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they   who    rule     this    A  -    mer-  i  -  can     Na  -  tion!       They,  boys, 
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they    who    rule    this    A  -    mer-  i  -  can     Na  -  tion!       They,  boys,  they! 
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Come  Back  To  The  Farm 


Words  and   Music  by  HENRY  C.  WORK 

N9  40 
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1.  Broth -er,  come  back!     come        back!  Dear  broth-er,what  can  be     the  charm,  That 

2.  Fa  -  ther,  tho1  years         a     -      go  The        a  -  blest  and  strongest  of  men,  Is 

3.  Come  from  the  wide,      wide  world,  Where   dan-gers  and    per-ils      a      -     bound!  Oh 
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holds  you     so  strong_  that     keeps  you  so    long       A  -    way  from  your    fa-therfe  old 

fail  -  ing    at    last you      knoAv  he  has  past     The     mile-stone  of  three-score  and 

how    can  you  roam       so         far  from  your  home ,Where  safe-  ty    and  com- fort    are 
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Fa-ther,  he     tells  how  he        needs 

fee- ble,  he's  trembling, he's       lone 

bring  us     the     light  of  your       pres 


you And    would      it   be  more  than  is  due,  His 

ly,       Who    once     was  so  fear-less  and  brave;  Yet 

ence,    Come   give       us  the  strength  of  your  arm;  That 
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la-bors  to  share,  his  bur-dens  to  bear,  "Who  once  bore  your  bur-dens  for 
you  are  a  -  way,  while  day  af  -  ter  day  He  tot-ters  on  down  to  the 
we  may  once  more      see         joy,   as     of  yore,      Sit      smil-ing     up  -  on    the     old 
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Come  Back  To  The  Farm   3 
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'Tis    the     voice  of  your  sis-  ter_  she      calls      you,        In      tones  both  of   love  and    a 
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Tis    the    voice  of  your  sis- ter_  she      calls      you,       In      tones  both  of  love  and    a 
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Tis    the     voice  of  your  sis-ter_she       calls      you,       In       tones  both  of  love  and    a 
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dead  mother^  prayers_by         father's  gray  hairsLDear    broth-er,  come  back   to     the  farm'. 


dead  mother's  prayers— by        father's  gray  hairs.Dear     broth-er,  come  back    to     the  farm'.' 
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dead  mother's  prayers_by        father's  gray hairsDear    broth-er,  comeback    to     the  farm'.' 
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Ring  The  Bell,  Watchman 


Words  and    Music  by  HENRY  C.  WORK 
N9  30 
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1.  High    in     the  bel  -   fry   the     old  sex- ton  stands,  Grasp-ing    the  rope -with  his     thin  bo  -  ny  hands: 

2.  Bar  -  ing    his  long    sil-ver    locks  to   the  breeze,  First  for     a  mo-ment    he    drops  on  his  knees; 

3.  Hear!  from  the  hill  -  top,  the    first  sig-nal  gun  Thunders    the  word  that  some  great  deed  is  done; 

4.  Bon-  fires  are  blaz  -  ing  and   rock-ets   as-cend No  mea- gre  tri-umph  such      to-kens  portend ; 
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Fix'd   is    his  gaze  as     by   some  magic  spell 
Then  with    a  vig  -  or    that  few  could  excel, 
Hear!  thro1  theval-  ley   the    long  ech-oes  swell, 
Shout,shout!  my  brothers,  for  "all,    all    is  well!" 


Till    he  hears  the  dis-tant  murmur,  R  ing,  ring  the  bell . 
Answers  he  the wel-come  bidding,  Ring,  ring  the  bell. 

Ev-  er  and  a-non  re-peat  ing,    Ring,  ring  the  bell. 

Tis  the  u  -ni-ver-sal  cho-rus,    Ring,  ring  the  bell. 
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"Ring  the  bell,    watchman!         ring!  ring!  ring!  Yes,     yes!  the  good  news  is       now     on  the  wing. 
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King  the  bell,    watchman!         ring!  ring!  ring!  Yes,     yes!  the  good  news  is       now     on   the  wing. 
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Yes,   yes!  they  come, and  with  tid-  ingsto  tell Glo-  ri-ous  and  blessed  tidings—Ring  ring  the  bell  •" 
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Yes,   yes!  they  come, and  with  tid-ings  to  tell Glo-  ri-ous  and  blessed  tidings_Ringring  the  bell!  ' 
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COMPOSITIONS 


RALLARS. 

Days  when  we  were  young 

First  Love  Dream 

Our  Captain's  Last  Words 

SOSFttS  &  CHORUSES. 

Agnes  by  the  River        - 
Andy  Veto      - 

Babylon  is  Fallen 

Beautiful  Rose       --.-.- 
Buckskin  Bag  of  Gold  - 
Columbia's  Guardian  Angels    - 
Come  back  to  the  Farm 
Come  Home  Father     - 
Corporal  Schnapps  - 
Grafted  into  the  Army 
Grandmother  told  mo  so 
Kingdom  Coming  -  - 

Lillie  of  the  Snow  Storm 
Little  Major    -  - 

Marching  through  Georgia 
Nellie  Lost  and  Found 

Now  Moses 

No  Letters  from  Home 
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35 
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Our  last  grand  Camping  Ground 
Picture  on  the  Wall      - 
Bing  the  Bell,  Watchman     - 
Ship  that  never  returned  - 
Sleeping  for  the  Flag      ...      - 
Song  of  a  thousand  Years    - 
Song  of  the  Red  Man 

'Tis  Finished 

Uncle  Joe's  Hail  Columbia     - 
Wake  Nioodemus  - 
Wake  the  Boys  to  search  for  Nellie     - 
Washington  and  Lincoln   - 

Watching  for  F& 

We'll  go  down  Ourselves 

Who  shall  Rule  this  American  Nation 

When  the  Evening  Star  went  down    - 

DUETS. 

Sleep  Baby,  Sleep  * 


QUARTETS. 


Crossing  the  Grand  Sierras 
!    Girls  at  Home 
j    God  save  the  Nation  - 

Poor  Kitty  Top  Corn     - 
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Nellie  Lost  And  Found 
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Intro. 

With  expression 


Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.  WORK. 
N9  6 
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1.  Ten  o'-clock!  the       rain      be-gins  to  fall,  And  Nel-lie       still  from  home! 

2.  Eleven  o'- clock!  the        lit  -    tie  brothers  wait,  Still  hop-ing       her  re-  turn; 

3.  Twelve  o'-clock!  and        in      the  for- est  wild, What  ter-rors      rule  the  hour! 

4.  One  o'-clock!  me  -  thinks     I  hear    a  voice,With         ti-dings      in  its  tone! 
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Vain  -  ly  now,         her        lov-  ing  name  we  call,   Oh  whither       does       she      roam! 

Peep-  ingthrough    the        lat-tice  of     the  gate, Their  dar-ling       to  dis  -    cern. 

Who  can  tell       what  foes    surround  the  child,  Or  shield  her     from     their     power. 

Does  it    bid         this  trembling  heart  re-joice,   Or  sor- row  makes      it       known. 
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Can  it  be  she  wanders  from  the  street,  Thro'   the  wood       to  find  her  lone- ly  way, 

Wea  -  ry  now  they  turn  them  to  the  door,  While  their  tears,  for  lips  that  now  are  dumb, 

Storm  to  face  and      tor- rents  to  be  cross'd,  Beasts  of    prey  that  in   the dark-ness  roam ; 

Still  I  hear  that      mid-night ech-o  stirr'd,  Sure  -  ly     too,        it  bears    ajoy-ful  sound; 
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Bless  the  child!  I  fear  her  lit  -  tie  feet    Have  car-ried  her  a   -   stray. 

Ask  the  ques  -  tion       of-  ten  asked  be- fore,   Oh  moth-er  will  she     come! 

Would  to  God  that       on-    ly     I  were  lost,  And  Nel-lie  safe  at       home! 

Praise  the  Lord!  a  moth-er's  prayV  is  heard,  The  dar-ling  one  is       found! 
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Nellie  Lost  And  Pound  ■'< 
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Wake  the  boys    to         search  for     Nel-lie!  Stay        not  for     the 
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Through       the  wood  the  mid  -  night     echoes 

(For  last  verse) 
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Bear  a  joy-  ful  sound ; 
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Who      shall  sleep     when    from  the  mother's  fold   One         lit- tie         lamb       is        gone. 
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Praise      the  Lord!         a       moth-ers  prayV  is  heard, The        dar-ling         one         is       found. 
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Corporal  'Schnapps 


Not  too  fast 
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Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.  WORK. 
N9  23 
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1.  Mine  heart    ish     pro  -  ken  in  -  to  lit -tie  pits,       I          tells  you,  friend, what  for;  Mine 

2.  I  march  all      tay,    no  mat-ter  if   der  schtorm  Pe       worse  ash    Mos-es'  flood;  I 

3.  They     kives    me     hart-pread tougher  as     a  rock        It           al  -  most  preaks  mine  zhaw;  I 

4.  Py'n  py      we  takes  von  ci-ty    in  der  South  We  schtays  there  von  whole  year;  I 

5.  "Hart  times!"you  say," what         for  you  fol-un-teer?"    I           tolt    you,  friend, what  for:  Mine 
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"SeA"  throughout  this  song  has  the  soft  sound  of  sh  as  for  instance,    Schnapps 
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pat-  ri  -  ot  -  ic  kirl,   She       trives  me      off  mit  der  war.  I 

head  up- on     aschtump,And   "sinks  to  schleep"in  der  mud.  Der 

mit    an      i  -  ron  wedge,  And      cuts    him     up      mit    a  saw.  The}' 

much  as      I    can  eat,    And       plen  -  ty       loc-car  pier.  I 

pat- ri  -  ot-  ic    kirl,     She        trove  me     off    mit  der  war.  A  - 


schweetheart,von  coot 
lays     all   night,  mine 

schplits  him  some-times 
kits     me    sour    krout 

schweetheart,von   coot 
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f  iehts  for     her  der     pat-ties  of      te    flag      I         schtrikes  so   prave     as     I  can 


fights  for     her  der     pat-ties  of      te    flag      I  schtrikes  so   prave     as     I  can;  Put 

night  mare  comes        I     catchhim  fer  -  ry    pad I  treams  I      schleeps  mitder  '"Ghost;  I 

kives  me     peef,  so      fer-ry,   fer  -  ry    salt   Like       Sod-om's  wife,       you  know;  I 

meets  von     la     -  ty      rep- el     in     der  schtreet,  So  hand-some  ef    fer     I  see;  I 

las!      a  -    las!  mine  pret-ty     lit  -tie    von     Will  schmile  no    more       on  me;  Put 
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now    long  time    she 
wakes  next  morn-  ing 

sure-  ly  dinks  they 
makes  to  her  von 
schtill    I     fights  der 


nix  re-mempers  me,  And 
fro-zen  in  dercround,So 
put  him  in  der  prine  Von 
fer  ry  cal  lant  pow  Put 
pat-ties  of     te    flag     To 


coes     mitan-oth-er  man. 

schtiff  as         von  schtone  post. 

nun  -  tred    years    a     -  co. 

ah!      she    schpits   on  me. 

set     mine   coun- tries  free. 
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In  this  line  ritard  the  movement. 
Corporal  Schnapps  3 


"t'Give  this  note  the  time  of  an  eighth  note  only,  and  rest  half  a   measure. 
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Ah!  mine      f'rau-lein!        You        ish      so     ier-ry  un    -      kind!  You      coes  mit  Hans  to 
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Ah!  mine      frau-lein!        You        ish     so     fer-ry  un 
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Zher-ma-ny  to   live,  And      leaves  poor  Schnapps  pe  -  hind Leaves  poor  Schnapps  pe -hind. 
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Zher-ma-ny   to   live,  And      leaves  poor  Schnapps  pe- hind 


Leaves  poor  Schnapps  pe-hind. 
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To 
Miss  Susie  R.  Mitchell,    Philadelphia 

No  Letters  From  Home 


Words  and  Music    by  HENRY  C.  WORK 
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Slowly,   distinctly,   and  with  expression 
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2.  Like 
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stran-ger     lies     ill,       in        a  dis    -     tant    cit  -     y,  With  no let-  ters   from 

mes  -   sen  -  ger  doves,  from      a     -  cross  the  moun-tains,Cream    tint  -  ed    and  gold  -   en      and 

moans    in      his  slum  -  ber  "Why        did  I       ev  -    er       So  far west-  ward  -  ly 

'Gold-    en    Gate'    up       to       the          por    -  tals  pearl -yj'     He         mur-murs,  Oh  can      it        be 
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home! 
white  ? 
roam? 
far? 
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Tine  r     glan-  ces  that   meet    him,     in 

Like       clouds  that  have  sipp'd     at       the 

Oh,         must       I  lie    down    must      I 

On  the    sun  -  set  do  -  main,    in       the 
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East 
sleep 
morn 
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this    thirs-ty     land     to       take 
no      lov-  ing     let  -  ters    from 
glim-  mer    the       O  -    ri    -    ent 


roam?", 
flight;  . 
home  ?  _ 
Star?_ 


"Oh,  heed  my       re  -  quest','    says  he, 

So  come  the  dear      mis  -    sives_but 

My  bones  you    may      bur   -     ry  where 

What  light  is      this     melt  -    ing   my 
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winds        are    lift  -  ing      Pa 
shade  -     like    fet  -  ters?  What 


slept      in     this    gold-dust-  ed  loam;  _ 

ceives  none     to      light-  en       his  gloom; 

cif  -  ic's    broad  bil  -  lows     in  foam ;  _ 
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miss  the  phy-sic- ian,  and    bring          a    let-  ter A  flock  of   kind  let- ters  from  home'.'. 

this  time  of  sick ness,  this     hour  of  dan-ger,  Not  ev  -  er    one    let- ter  from  home! 

there  on  Lone  Mountain, where  sands  aredrift-ing,  But  first, bring  a     let- ter  from  home?, 

mes- sen- ger  doves  are  my        long  sought  let  -  ters  My  flock  of   kind   let -ters  from  home'.'. 
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bring  a        let  -     ter A  flock     of      kind      let  -  ters     from  home. 
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With  Pianoforte  Accompaniment. 

For     Mori's     VolOeB.- Island  2d  Tenor,  and  lit  and  2d  Base. 

Forward  Boys ff.  /*.  iLW.   2 

aiey  of  C.     3-4  and  2-4  time.     First  Tenor  goes  up  to  A.    First  movement  andante — Moond  alleffro. 

March  on  !  March  on  !... Soldier's  Glee Wm.Lewis.  3    , 

Key  of  li  ftat;    6-8  time.     Firet  Tenor  goes  up  to  G.     Bu  A  Duet — oold  and  energotic.  i 

Come  on  this  Silent  Night... Serenad James  Grant    Wilson.  1} 

Key  of  A  flat.    3-4  tirao.     First  Tenor  goes  up  to  A  net       Has  some  modulations.     Smooth,  flowing. 

The  Outward  Bound... Sailor's  Glee J.  Maker.  3 

Key  of  D.     4-4  time.     First  Tenor  goes  up  to  G.     Second  Base  to  F^Larp  below.     Bu  triplets  in  sil 
tbe  parts — spirited  aDd  rather  difficult. 

Have  ye  Sharpened  your  Swords ?--. Battle  Song Manchester.  2 

Key  of  0 — 8-£  time.     First  Tenor  goes  up  to  O.     With  fire. 

Por    ]VIijLOcl     Voioes. — Soprano,  Alto,  Tenor  Hod  Bas*. 

God  Save  the  Nation Henry  C.  Work.  2 

Key  of  a— 4-4  time.     Not  difficult.     All  the  parts  within  ordinary  compass. 

Wake,  Lady,  Wake!  we  are  Singing  to  Thee... Serenade Root.  4 

Key  of  O— «-8"time.     Solo  for   Tenor    gous  up  to  O.     Moderately  difficult. 

Row,  Row,  Homeward  we  go 5-  W.Martin.  31 

Key  of  i     '-«  nun.      Barcarolle  movement.     Within  usual  compass.     Moderately  difficult. 

God  bless  our  brave  young  Volunteers Geo.  F.  Root.  2 

Key  ef  U — 3-4  time.     Earned  and  patriotic. 

Girls  at  Home Henry  C.  Work.  3 

Key  of  A — 4-4  time.    Companion  to  *' Brave  Boys  are  They.'* 

Welcome  to  Spring ...J.  W.Martin.  4 

Key  uf  A  flat — 4-4  time,     lias  a  soprano  Soto.     Is  bright  and  sparkling. 

We  meet  upon  the  Level  .-Masonic 0.  M.  Oady.  2J 

Key  of  C— C-4  tlm-.    Within  th*  usual  couipasa.     Has  a  Chorus  after  e»?h  verse. 

A  Horns  in  the  West J.M.Hubbard.  4 

Key  of  K  fiat— 841  Unit.    •'  0  giro  me  a  home  in  tbe  beautiful  West."     Moderately  difficult 

Homeward  now  from  Toll  returning J  M.  Pelton.  3 

Key  of  U— 3-4  time.     Solo  for  the  soprano,  with  accompaniment  by  the  other  voices,  in  Swiss  style. 

My  Mother's  Grave H.  P.  Danks.  2i 

h-'V  uf  A  flat— 1-4  time,    lu  the  oidioa.  y  coiu^tvii.     Ten  lor  and  g<  Ltlt. 

Softly  Dream,  Sweet  Love S.  W.  Martin.  4 

Key  of  B  flat— 3-4  and  6-8  time.     First  morement  anrtanU;  skoeh  aiUfrv.     Pleaslog  and  sffactiTS. 

TheLiberty  Bird Geo.  F.  Root.      3 

Key  of  F— in  chantinc  style.    Goes  up  to  V 

List,  the  Evening  Breeze  is  Stealing J.  M.  Hubbard.  4 


of  B  oat — 1-4  time.     A  boa' 

Father's  Come  Home. 


Moderately  difficult. 
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Then  the         sol  -    dier's  thought,    like     a  car  -     rier      dove,       To      his 
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Sol   -    dier's        heart,         As      he  thinks        of      the  Girls  at 


Home. 
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sleep  -     ers  rouse        From  their      dream         of       the  Girls 
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COMPOSITIONS 


Grafted  into  the  Army 
Grandmother  told  me  so 
Kingdom  Coming  - 
Lillie  of  the  Snow  Storm 
Little  Major    -       -       -       - 
Marching  through  Georgia 
Nellie  Lost  and  Found 
Now  Moses 
No  Letters  from  Home 


BALLADS. 

Days  when  we  were  young 

First  Love  Dream 

Our  Captain's  Last  Words 

SONGS  &  CHORUSES. 

Agnes  by  the  River       - 

Andy  Veto 

Babylon  is  Fallen    -       -       -       -       - 

Beautiful  Rose 

Buckskin  Bag  of  Gold 
Columbia's  Guardian  Ang  Is   - 
Come  back  to  the  Farm 
Come  Home  Father                    -> 
Corporal  Schnapps 30 

-  30 
30 

-  30 
-    30 

30 

-  -    30 
30 

-  -    30 
35 


30 
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30 
30 
30 
30 
35 
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Our  last  grand  Camping  Ground 
Picture  on  the  Wall      - 
Ring  the  Bell,  Watchman     - 
Ship  that  never  returned  - 
Sleeping  for  the  Flag       - 
Song  of  a  thousand  Tears   - 
Song  of  the  Red  Man  -       - 

»Tis  Finished 

Uncle  Joe's  Hail  Columbia     - 
Wake  Nioodemus. 
Wake  the  Boys  to  search  for  Nellie     - 
Washington  and  Lincoln  - 

Watching  for  Pa 

We'll  go  down  Ourselves     ■ 

Who  shall  Rule  this  American  Nation 

When  the  Evening  Star  went  down    - 

DUETS. 

Sleep  Baby,  Sleep  - 

QUARTETS. 

Crossing  the  Grand  Sierras  - 

GillsatHome 

God  save  the  Nation 

Poor  Kitty  Pop  Corn     - 
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1.  Our        Jim- my    has  gone    for      to  live     in       a     tent,        They  have  graft- ed  him     in-  to     the 

2.  Drest        up      in     his      u  -   ni    corn dear  lit  -  tie  chap;       They  have  graft-ed  him     in-  to     the 

3.  Now  in     my    pro -vis-ions     I  see   him    re-vealed They  have  graft-ed  him     in-  to     the 


$ 


5=^ 


ff^f 


ww^m 


P«f 


zm 


K^E 


139 


j1'1''  p  r~      -  P  !p  J)  ;>  J'  J^  ;i  i  Q  J>  r     p  p 


ar  -  my; 
ar  -  my; 
ar  -  my; 


He         fin   -   al    -    ly    puck-er'd       up  c.our- age    and  went,         When  they 
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graft- ed     him     in  -    to       the  ar  -  my. 

graft -ed     him     in  -  to      the  ar  -  my. 

graft  -  ed     him     in  -   to      the  ar  -  my. 


I  told  them  the  child  was  too 
And  these  are  the  trou-  sies  he 
He       looks  kind  -  er      sick  -  ish be 
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train  him  up  well     in    the         in  -f ant- ry  class So  the}'   grafted   him    in- to     the       ar-my. 

Un- cle  Sam  gave  him    a  bran       new  pair      "When  they  grafted   him    in- to    the       ar-my. 

what  if    the  duck- y  should    up  and  die         Now  theyVe  grafted  him   in- to    the       ar-my. 
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Solo  1.  By  Dad  himself.  I     wish  you    joy,      my     1  it- tie  rag-ged  throng Your  Dad's  a  mil  -  lion-aire! 

Solo   2.  esVtdiuehterld  Good  news!  I'll      go  a   shop-ping_so  I  will,       For     Dad's  a  mil  -  lion-aire! 

Solo   3.  By  Will, the  Hip,    hip,  hoo-ray!     run    up  the  striped  flag My     Dads  a  mil  -    lion-aire! 

hopeful  heir.  ri        n                   j  r                                 e            j 

Solo  4.  By  Dad.  So,  wife,  you  think  this  house  will  never  do        Now    I'm  a  mil  -   lion-aire? 


Solo  5.  By  Liz. 
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I'll     tell    you  what!  we'll  give    a  par- ty  then,      As    Dads        a  mil  -   lion-aire! 
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I    must   have 
bless  -  ed       day, 
I    must  build 
we'll    in  -  vite 


we've  wait- ed    for    so     long,       And    I'm  a  mil  -  lion- aire!  Come 

a     thousand  dol-lar    bill,          As     Dad's  a  mil    -  lion- aire!  Put 

111      buy    a  trot-ting  nag,         For    Dad's  a  mil    -  lion- aire!  I 

a      mansion  then  for    you,         As       Im  a  mil    -  lion-aire!  Though 

none    but  the" up  -  per  tenj'  Since  Dad's  a  mil   -  lion-aire!  I 
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Will,  come  Bub go      buy  some  better  shoes;    Come    Liz,  come  Lu_ 

on    your  duds,        and  you'll  go  with  me   Lu!      Come    Bub,   go     call 
vow,    111    smoke      three-cent  ci-gars    no  more!     Here,  take  them  Bub, 
as       for     me,  I      think  I  should  in-vest —    My     whole  pile     in 

should   be     sure  to      find  an- oth- er  beau,      For     dukes   and  lords, 


go     tell  your  Ma  the  news 

a     car-riage  from  the  square; 
and  pitch  them  out  the  door; 
some  mammoth  farmoutWest, 
and    no-bles  would  be  there 
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have  the  best_ 

I  can  build. 
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_  the  dear-est   in     the  store, 
i  f     you  should  think  it  best , 
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more  shall  ring  the  mu- sic     of  your  char-ming  song,  J/<"      -         yotc/ 
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COMPOSITIONS 


BALLADS. 

Days  when  wo  were  young       -      -  30 

First  Love  Dream 30 

Our  Captain's  Last  Words        -       -  30 

SG3STGS  &  CHORUSES. 

Agnes  by  the  River                              -  30 

Andy  Veto 30 

Babylon  is  Fallen 30 

Beautiful  Rose       -----  30 

Buckskin  Bag  of  Gold                         -  35 

Columbia's  Guardian  Angela    -       -  30 

Come  back  to  the  Farm                     -  30 

Come  Home  Father  30 

Corporal  Schnapps 30 

Grafted  into  the  Army      -       -       -  30 

Grandmother  told  me  so      -       -  30 

Kingdom  Coming  -  30 

Lillie  of  the  Snow  Storm                     -  30 

Little  Major   ------  30 

Marching  through  Georgia                  -  30 

Nellio  Lost  and  Found  30 

Now  Moses 30 

No  Letters  from  Home  35 


Our  last  grand  Camping  Ground 

Picture  on  the  Wall  - 

Ring  the  Bell,  Watchman    - 

Ship  that  never  returned  - 

Sleeping  for  the  Flag      - 

Song  of  a  thousand  Years   - 

Song  of  the  Red  Man      .--■•- 

'Tis  Finished 

Uncle  Joe's  Hail  Columbia    - 
Wake  Nioodemus  » 
Wake  the  Boys  to  search  for  Nellie     - 
Washington  and  Lincoln  - 

Watching  for  Ea 

We'll  go  down  Ourselves     - 

Who  shall  Rule  this  American  Nation 

When  the  Evening  Star  went  down    - 

DUETS. 

£leep  Baby,  Sleep  - 

QUARTETS. 

Crossing  the  Grand  Sierras  - 

Giils  at  Home 

God  save  the  Nation 

Poor  Kitty  Fop  Corn     - 
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Kingdom  Coming 


Words  and   Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK 
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1.     Say,     dar-keys,  hab  you       seen    de     mas-sa,Wid  de     muff-stash  on    his         face, 
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long  de   road  some      time    dis  morn-in',Likehe   g wine  to    leab      de     place?         He      seen       asmoke,way 
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up       de  rib-ber,Whar  de  L  ink-  um  gum-boats    lay;  He      took  his   hat,  an'         lef  berry  sudden  An'  I 
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spec  he's     run         a  -    way! 
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De        mas-    sa  run?    ha,      ha!  De        dar  -   key  stay?    ho, 


*     1  j*  ij^-j^-j^i  J-      i>  i  ji  J^;t    ki 
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De        mas  -   sa  run?    ha,      1* 


De        dar  -  key  stay?     ho, 
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It        mus1    be     now    de         king-dom  com-in',  An1  de     year    ob      Ju   -    bi     -     lo! 
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It         mus'    be    now    de        king-dom  com-in',  An' de     year   ob      Ju  -    bi    -     lo! 
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Second  Verse 


Tp  six     foot     one    wav.       two     feet     tud-der,  An'  he      weigh  tree    him-dred       poui 


i 


He  six     foot     one    way,       two    feet     tud-der,  An'  he      weigh  tree    hun-dred       pound,  His 


g-  P  P  C  ^  I  J>    p  ^ 
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coat     so       big,       he  couldn't  pay  de    tail-or,  An'    it        won't     go     half     way         round 


He 
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drill         so  much     dey  call        him  Cap-'an,    An'    he  get        so     dref  -   ful  tann'd,  I 


4  j  h'~F~X  i  J'    S~TTP  ^  ' J)  P  p'^ 
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For    to 


pec     he        try         an'  fool       dem     Yan-kees 

Third  Verse 


tink     he's      con    -     tra    -        band. 

CHORUS. 
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De  dar-keys     feel     so         lone -some    lib  -  ing    in   de        log- house    on       de         lawn,  Dey 


^ri  h  ~y~^  i  i'  p  p  p  c  ^  i  j'  p  p'  p  i  p-    i 


move    dar   tings      to  mas  -  sa's        par- lor    For    to         keep      it     while       he's       gone.  Dar's 
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wine        an'      ci     -     der         in        de     kit-chen,  An'    de         dar-keys    dey'll    hab  some; 
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srjose  deVll    all         be  corn-   lis    -     ca-  ted  When  de  Lin  -   kum       so    -    jers  come. 

v  J  CHORUS. 

Fourth  Verse 
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De  o   -  ber  -  seer      he  make    us     trou-ble,An'  he      dribe    us      round       a        spell;  We 
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ock   him      ut>        in    de     smoke  house     eel  -  lar, Wid  de  key    trown     in  de 
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lock   him      up        in    de     smokehouse     eel  -  lar, Wid  de  key    trown     in  de        well.  De 
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whip      is       lost,         de         han'- cuff     bro-ken,  But   de        mas-  sa'll     hab      his  pay;  He'i 
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ole      e-noueh,  big    e-nough,     ought  to  known  bet -ter  Dan  to        went       an'       run  a      -       way. 
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To  my  sister  Louisa 


The  Mystic  Veil 


f&¥^ 


Words  and   Music  by   HENRY  C.WORK. 
N?  50 
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When  the  shadows  taketheir  nightly    pla  -    ces,         When  de-parting  light  is  faint  and  pale,         Then 
When  my  song,  in  lonely  notes  as  -  cend  -    ing,         Vain  -  ly  bids  my  sadden'd  soul  re-  join,  Me  - 

Wak-ing  while  the  denserdarkness    lin  -    gers,         Some  one  seems  to  stand  beside  my  bed,-  I 
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p  J' JUJ'J^r  p  j    r     ip1  ppi 


in  my  chamber  gather  phantom  fa  -  ces, 
thinks  I  hear  a  murmurH  al  -  to  blend  -  ing: 
can    but  think  I  feel  your  fair-y        fin    -    gers, 


Gaz  -ing  thro1  the  my  s  -    tic  veil. 

Is      itreal-ly  your     sweet         voice? 
Soft- ly  laid  up- on       my  head. 
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One  there  iswith  features  so  fa    -    mil    -      iar,  Glimpse  of   her  give  my  pulse  a     start;  Oh! 

An-swernow,if  on-ly    by     a        whis   -     per;  Rend  the  veil,the  mystic  veil,  a  -    part:  And 

Si- lent- ly  why  does  the  vis-ion       van    -     ish?         Dream  Iyet,or    is    it  ma-gic       art?  Now 
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tell    me  tell  me  true-ly     is     it  you,        love, 

tell    me  tell  me  true-ly     is     it  you,        love, 

tell    me  tell  me  true-l}'     is     it  you,        love, 


Come  to  cheer  my  lone.ly  heart  ? 

Come  to  cheer  my  lone-lj'  heart? 

Come  to  cheer  my lone-ly  heart? 
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Come  one  step  near  -  er!  one  shade  clear- er!  Breathe  one  word  before  we      part; 
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be -fore  we  part; 
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One  step  nearer!  one  shadeclearer!  Breathe  one  word  beforewe     part; 
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Repeat  pj> 


And      tell  me_tell  me  tru-ly   is    it        you,        love,  Come  to  cheer  my  lone-ly        heart? 
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And       tell   me_tell  me  tru-ly  is    it        you,       love,  Come  to  cheer  my  lone-ly        heart? 


'-Nv-i-  I  p-  p  p  p  p  p  j)  ;m 


Ml>JiJ  J   Ir 


PH| 


PP# 


ffPff 


P¥^i 


if 


■*--#-# 


** 


^m 


o 


3: 


s  <.: 


The  Mystic  Veii  3 
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COMPOSITIONS 


BALLADS. 

Days  when  we  were  young 

First  Love  Dream 

Our  Captain's  Last  Words 

SONGS  &  CHORUSES, 


Agnes  by  the  River 
Andy  Veto 
i    Babylon  is  Fallen 
pflR     Beautiful  Rose 


Backskin  Bag  of  Gold  - 
Columbia's  Guardian  Ang  13    - 
Come  back  to  the  Farm 
Come  Home  Father     - 
Corporal  Schnapps  - 
Grafted  into  the  Army 
Grandmother  told  me  so 
Kingdom  Coming  - 
Lillie  of  the  Snow  Storm 

Little  Major 

Marching  through  Georgia   - 
Nellio  Lost  and  Found 
Now  Moses        -       -       -       - 
No  Letters  from  Home 
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30 
30 
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30 
30 
30 
35 
30 
30 
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30 
30 
30 
30 
30 
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35 


Our  last  grand  Camping  Ground 

Picture  on  the  Wall      - 

Ring  the  Bell,  Watchman    - 

Ship  that  never  returned  - 

Sleeping  for  the  Flag      - 

Song  of  a  thousand  Years   - 

Song  of  the  Red  Man  - 

'Tis  Finished         -..--■ 

Uncle  Joe's  Hail  Columbia    - 

Wake  NioodemusT 

Wake  the  Boys  to  search  for  Nellie     - 

Washington  and  Lincoln   - 

Watching  for  Pa 

We'll  go  down  Ourselves    - 

Who  shall  Rule  this  American  Naticn 

When  the  Evening  Star  went  down    - 

DUETS. 

Uleep  Baby,  Sleep 

QUARTETS. 

Crossing  the  Grand  Sierras  - 

Gills  at  Home 

God  save  the  Nation 

Poor  Bitty  Fop  Corn     - 
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Song  Of  A  Thousand  Ifears 


HENRY   C.  WORK 
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1.  Lift       up  your     eyes  de-spond-ing        free-men!     Fling         to      the       winds  your  need- less 

2.  What       if    the      clouds,         one     lit-  tie  mo-ment,     Hide        the   blue  sky         where  morn  ap  - 

3.  Tell        the  great  world  these  bless- ed  tid-ings!      Yes,  and    be  sure  the  bond -man 
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fears! 
pears, 
hears; 


He  who  un  -  furl'd  your  beauteous  ban-ner,  Says  it  shall  wave  a  thou-sand  years! 
When  the  bright  sun,  that  tints  them  crimson,  Ri-  ses  to  shine  a  thou-sand  years! 
Tell     the    op-press'd       of    ev'-  ry  na-tion,     Ju  -  bi  -  lee      lasts        a    thou-sand     years! 
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Chorus 
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A  thou-sand  years!'        my     own  Co  -     lum-bi-a!         Tis    the  glad 


day 


so    long  fore  - 
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"A  thou-sand  years!1'        my     own  Co   -     lum  -  bi  -a!         Tis    the  glad  day  so    long  fore 
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told!  'Tis  the  glad     morn     whose  ear-  ly       twi-light  Washington  saw  in  times  of  old. 
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told !  'Tis  the  glad     morn     whose  ear-ly       twi-light  Washington 


saw  in  times  of  old. 
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4.  Envious   foes,    beyond   the  ocean! 
Little  we  heed  your  threat'ning  sneers; 

Little  will  they our  children's  children  _ 

When  you  are  gone   a  thousand  years. 

5.  Rebels  at  home!  go  hide  your  faces  — 
Weep  for  your  crimes  with  bitter  tears; 

You  could  not   bind  the  blessed  daylight, 
Though  you  should  strive  a  thousand  years. 

Sung    /'A  Thousand  Yearn    '4 


6.  Back  to  your  dens,  ye  secret  traitors! 
Down  to  your  own  degraded   spheres  ! 
Ere  the  first  blaze  of  dazzling  sunshine 
Shortens  your   lives   a  thousand  years. 

7.  Haste  thee  along,  thou  glorious  Noonday! 
Oh,  for  the  eyes  of  ancient   seers  ! 

Oh,  for  the   faith   of  Him  who  reckons 
Each  of  his  days  a  thousand  years! 
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.!<»»/  //(<■  towering  granite  r^est 

Xbblg  guards  his  place  of  rest, 

Xear  the  lovely  lake  of 
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To  my  Sister  Etta 


Sweet  Echo  Dell 


Three  sons  of  a  New  England  widow  had  long  toiled  in  the  Land  of  Gold,    when  thin   message  reached  them: 
"Come   and  see  your  mother  before  she  dies/"    They   started  immediately ,     out  while  crossing   the    Sierra  Nevada 
the  youngest    became   ill,    and  in   a  few   hours   breathed  his   last.     He   was    buried   in   a    lovely  spot,     near  the 
summit.      The    mother    lived    long   enough    to  greet   her  surviving  sons;    but   her  mind   wandered,    and  .the  never 
fully  realized    that    Willie  had  gone    before. 

Words  and   Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK 
N?  51 
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were  that     left     my        cot;  Two        are 

la-  den     well  with      gold?  Does        he 

homeward)  does     he         sing  Like  a 


here,    and     one       is  not;  Why    does 

bring   me   wealth  un    -   told?         Why     then 
lark     up  -    on       the       wing?        Why      then 
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If  preferred,  the  last  half  of  each  stanza  may  be  sung  by  another  void 
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Wil-lie   lin-ger?  Say,        can  you        tell?" 
does   he   lin-ger?  Say,        can  you       tell? 
does  he   lin-ger?  Say,        can  you       tell? 


''He  was    wea-  ry     by    the    way;     When   we 

"All  his     treasures  are     a  -  bove;       All      he 

Naught  is     heard  but  rippling  waves,    War-bling 
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came  he  could  but     stay  In       the       sha-  dy  grove   at     Sweet     Ech-  o  Dell.' 

sent  you  was  his       love,    With       a      whispered  prayer  from  Sweet    Ech  -  o  Dell'.' 

birds,and shouting  braves;    Si  -    lent      is     his  voice     in   Sweet     Ech-  o  Dell'.' 
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there  we    soft-   ly    said    "Fare     -     well!"'  And  the      towering  granite     crest       No  -    bly 
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Farewell!" 
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there  we    soft-  ly    said  "Fare    -     well!"  And  the      towering  granite     crest       No   -    bly 
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guards  his  place  of      rest,      Near    the       love- ly   lake   of    Sweet      Ech- o  Dell. 
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guards  his  place  of      rest,     Near    the       love- ly  lake   of    Sweet       Ech- o  Dell. 


4 .         16  he  coming  b3'-and  -  by  ? 

May  I  bless  him  ere  I  die? 
Why  then  does  he  linger?  Say  can  you  tell?" 
Mirrored  in  that  mountain  lake, 
Heaven  is  near,  and  he  will  wake 
Never  elsewhere  than  in  Sweet  Echo  Dell. 

Chorus. 
Sweet  Echo  Dell  3 


5.         Would  you  crush  my  only  joy? 

Surely  I  shall  meet  my  boy; 
Why  then  does  he  linger?  Say,  canyon  tell?" 
Never  will  his  weary  feet 
Travel  more,  yet  may  you  meet 
When  your  soul  floats  over  Sweet  Echo  Dell. 

Chorus. 


S  p  p  p  p  r— P  p  i  m  P  P  r    P  P  i  >)•  ^^ 


RAND- 
FATHER'S 

CLOCK. 


34  v 


NEW    YORK: 
Published   by  C.   M.   C  A  D  Y,   107   Duane  St. 


Copyright,  1976,  by  C.  M.  Cadi. 


179 


To  my  Sister  Lizzie 


Grandfather's  Clock 


Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.WORK 
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1.  My  grand-father's  clock  was  too    large    for  the  shelf,  So  it     stood  ninety  years   on  the    floor;  It  was 

2.  In  watch- ing  its  pen- du-lum    swing  to    and  fro,  Ma -ny    hours  had  he  spent  while  a    boy;  And  in 

3.  My  grand  fa- ther  said  that  of     those  he  could  hire,Not  a       ser-  vant  so  faith -ful  he    found;  For  it 

4.  It      rang  an     a-larm   in  the     dead     of    thenight_An  a  -  larm  that  for  jrears  had  been  dumb;  And  we 
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tall-er    by  half    than  the  old     man  himself, Though  it  weighed  not  a  pen-ny  weight  more.  It  was 

childhood  and  man-hood  the  clock  seemed  to  know  And  to  share  both  his  grief  and  his      joy.  For   it 

wast-ed  no  time,  and  had  but     one  de- sire— At  the     close    of  each  week  to  be      wound.  And  it 

knew  that  his  spir  -    it  was  plum  -  ing  for  flight-That  his  hour    of  de-parture  had     come.  Still  the 
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bought  on     the  morn  of     the  day  that  he  was  born,  And  was  al-ways  his  treasure  and  pride; 

struck  twenty-four  when  he         en-tered  at  the  door,With  a   blooming    and  beau-ti-ful  bride; 

kept    in     itsplace_not    a  frown up-on  its  face,  And  its  hands  nev-er hung  by    its  side; 

clock  kept  the  time, with  a  soft  and  muffled  chime,As we    si  -  lent  -  ly  stood  by-his  side; 
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stopp'd  short  nev-er  to  go  a- gain  When  the  old 

stopp'd  short  nev-er  to  go  a- gain  When  the  old 

stoppM  short  nev-er  to  go  a- gain  When  the  old 
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died, 
died, 
died, 
died. 
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Chorus 

AIR     In  exact  time 
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Ninety     years,without     slumbering  (tick,tick,  tick, tick) His  life  seconds  numbering     (tick,  tidc,tick,  tick)    It 
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never  to    go     a-  gain  When  the       old  man 
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